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Call You Home 
by Arctic Vulpix 


Summary 


A King lost to betrayal and then a son kidnapped in the dead of night. 

No one blamed Queen Alma when she closed the doors of Casita, locking her family within 
the palace's walls in a desperate bid for safety. 

When the lost prince's crown is stolen forty-five years later though, the young Prince Camilo 
and Princess Mirabel make the rash decision to chase after the thieves. 

This changes everything, for a family and for a kingdom. 


Notes 


This story was inspired by an amazing and much more detailed take on a Tangled/Encanto 
fusion. Mine won't be as faithful to the movie, more taking elements from Tangled than 
following the plot. Seriously, that fic is amazing. Go read it. 


e Inspired by Change The Fates' Design by Sokkas_First_Fangirl 


How It Began 


It would be fine. 

That was the thought that started it all. 

Its only fair. 

A justification that sealed the fate of so many. 

I deserve this. 

And a child was stolen, kidnapper justifying her actions as just. As right. 
Leaving a broken family behind her. 

She stared down at the child. 

I'll love him like my own. Hes mine. 

Grief-filled cries echoed throughout the palace, an empty room silent and a door going dark. 
A sentient home feeling like she had failed to protect her sweet little family. 
And the cause of all this pain? 

They'll recover. They'll move on. 


She insisted on it, high in her tower as she watched the boy sleep, magic working to hide 
away any troublesome memories. She clung to that belief desperately. 


She was wrong. 
Oh, she was so, so very wrong. 


The wound dealt that night never truly healed. 


Once a year, the kingdom of Encanto came together to release hundreds of lanterns into the 
night sky, a desperate, hopeful bid for their missing prince to come home. 


It was the only night that they saw the entire royal family out together, but truly, no one could 
blame them. 


Only years after losing the King to a traitor, Pedro having stood between the man and his 
young triplets and buying just enough time for the guards to get there but losing his life in the 
process, tragedy struck again. 


The sole Prince, the youngest of the magical triplets was kidnapped at age six, stolen away in 
the dead of night, leaving the family devastated and the kingdom reeling yet again. 


No one blamed the Queen for her reaction. No one blamed her for sealing the gates of Casita 
and hiding her remaining hijas away in the palace. No one spoke the Prince's name, as 
hurricanes descended due to one Princess' grief at her brother's name. Portraits were taken 
down and hidden away to try and ease the pain even though the Princesses never left the 
castle anymore. 


The kingdom didn’t see them until they were almost of marrying age, when the Queen had no 
choice but to let them meet suitors. 


Thankfully, they both found someone. 
Agustin stole Julieta’s heart with his gentle manners and sweet words. 


Felix swept Pepa off her feet, drawing the only bright and sunny day in years from the 
Princess. 


The weddings were beautiful and brought some joy back to the kingdom. 


The news of the pregnancies sent the people into an ecstatic frenzy, celebrations breaking out 
all over Encanto. 


There was fear too though. Fear that only grew when first Princess Isabela, and then Princess 
Dolores were born. 


Fear of it happening again. Of losing someone else. 
The kingdom was disheartened to barely see them too. And the next Princess as well, Luisa. 


They didn’t see much of any of the children, catching a glimpse here and there, always at a 
distance, always surrounded by guards. 


News of the first boy was celebrated as always and people wondered what he was like, 
curiosity only heightened by his Gift to shapeshift. Security doubled after he was born, the 
sole Prince at the time after the last was taken... 


All of the Gifts were met with awe and wonder. 
Flowers, hearing, strength, shapeshifting... 
And then the youngest Princess didn’t receive a Gift and they fell back into fear. 


Was something wrong with the Miracle their King died to create? Was this a sign that some 
other terrible thing would happen soon? 


The few glimpses they caught of the children dwindled even more and the family no longer 
left the palace at all. 


They only saw the youngest child, Prince Antonio, up on the balcony on the triplets' birthday 
and never again throughout the year. 


The entire kingdom felt so detached from their royals but they couldn’t blame them in the 
least. 


Not with what they’d been through already. 


So they accepted that they wouldn’t see the new generation and that the royal family would 
always be distant. 


Untouchable. 

Or so they thought. 

People forgot what Camilo being a shapeshifter meant. 

Then again, they didn’t know how much of a menace he and Mirabel were together. 
They would learn very soon though. 


In the future, Julieta and Pepa would feel justified in pointing out that all their grey hair came 
from those two. 


For the moment though, they were just trying not to panic as they couldn’t find their children. 


Camilo glanced back and grimaced at the sight of the storm hanging over Encanto. It did 
make him feel guilty but they were doing this for a good reason! 


He looked back to his prima where she was stalking ahead and hurried to catch up. 
“The nerve of them!” she ranted. She’d been ranting since they left. 

Camilo hummed. 

“The audacity!” 

Camilo nodded his head, looking around the forest curiously. 

“The gall!” 

He mumbled something that sounded vaguely like he was agreeing. 

It was amazing out here. 


They’d spent their entire lives except for a scarce few heavily guarded outings into town in 
Casita. 


And sure, Camilo snuck out regularly. He could shapeshift. Of course he was going to use it 
and go wandering around the city. 


And it had been great. He’d met tons of people, heard so many stories and he loved every 
second of it. 


Of course, he loved his home, but when you were basically trapped inside then the palace 
became a very pretty prison. 


He’d never say that to Casita though. It wasn’t her fault he felt so stifled and trapped in his 
own home. He seemed to be the only one to feel it too. The others seemed pretty content to 
stay inside, to give into Abuela 5 paranoid (but valid) fears. 


The only reason that Mirabel had left in the first place was because a couple of callous 
thieves had stolen their Tio s crown. 


Days before the triplets’ birthday too. 
His mama had almost broken at the news, rain falling heavily over Encanto. 


Mirabel had worked herself up into a fit of rage while everyone else was rushing around 
trying to calm the remaining triplets. His prima had promptly grabbed him by his ruana and 
dragged him off somewhere where they had a written conversation so Dolores couldn’t hear 
them. 

It basically boiled down to: 

M: I know you sneak out a lot. 

C: Shit. 

M: Show me how, I’m going to get the crown back. 

C: Not without me you’ re not. 

So here they were. Out in the forest, further away from Casita than Camilo had ever been. 


It was so thrilling. 


He smiled a little to himself as he caught glimpses of little animals scurrying about in the 
bushes. Antonio would love it out here. 


“Are you even listening to me?!” Mirabel demanded. 


“I’m pretty sure the entire forest is listening to you,” Camilo deadpanned and she deflated a 
bit. 


“Lo siento,” she sighed. “I just... who goes and steals the only thing the family has left of our 
Tio?” 


Camilo reached out to his prima as her lip trembled and she blinked the tears out of her eyes. 


“Hey hey Mira, it’s okay. Cause we’re going to get it back. Sure, we’ll be grounded for life 
but it'll be back.” 


She gave him a shaky smile and wiped at her eyes. 


“Gracias Cami. I shouldn’t have dragged you into this but I... I didn’t know how to sneak 
out.” 


He shrugged. “It’s okay. You were right, I leave Casita a lot.” 
She watched him curiously as they walked. “Why?” 
“Hmm?” 


“Why do you leave so often. Dolores and I are the only ones who know you do but neither of 
us could figure out why.” 


He looked at her in surprise. “Really?” He gestured around at them. “It's so much fun outside 
Mira! There’re so many different people and so much stuff to do. I mean, just look at this!” 
he spun around to encompass the whole forest. “It’s amazing out here!” 


She looked around, still confused but with a flicker of understanding lighting her eyes. 
“It is very different and kind of... pretty,” she admitted. 


“Don’t get me wrong, I love Casita,” he told her. “But... I just feel... trapped I guess. Not 
being allowed out chafes at me. I just want to get to know all the people in Encanto, see what 
they do up close. I’ve played with the kids and danced in the festivals and Mira, you have no 
idea how much everyone cares about us. You don’t know how excited they get when they 
hear something new about us or all the gifts they leave at Abuelo s portrait. You don’t know 
about all the prayers they say for Tio Bruno, hoping he’s safe and happy and that he’ll come 
home one day. Encanto loves us Mira. Its... its pretty humbling to see up close.” 


She was staring at him with wide eyes now. 


“I wish we could actually interact with them more,” he sighed, looking at the ground. “As us. 
The family is missing out on some amazing people.” 


“Oh...” Mirabel breathed. “I never... I never thought of that before.” 
They kept walking for a bit in silence as she processed what he’d said. 
“Hey Cami?” 

“Yeah?” 

“Next time you sneak out, will you take me with you?” 


He grinned at her. 


“Of course Mira.” 


She smiled back and suddenly, he felt a lot closer to his prima than he had in a while. Despite 
the family being locked up together in the palace, they were surprisingly not all that close. 
They usually had duties to keep them busy or if their Gift was useful, then they were working 
on that. 


Camilo’s ability was amazing yes, but not very useful when looking at helping an entire 
kingdom they didn't really interact with. So Abuela focused more on Isabela and her beauty, 
Luisa and her strength, Dolores and her hearing and their mamas" healing and weather 
control. 


He knew she didn’t mean to, but Mirabel and Camilo got pushed to the side a lot. While 
Mirabel had reacted by trying her very hardest to help in any other way she could, Camilo 
had accepted it and used it to let him sneak out more and more over the years. 


They didn’t actually know how good at shapeshifting he’d become. 
The pair fell back into silence again, this one much more relaxed. 
Maybe things would be better when they got home as well. 


After they were finished with being grounded until they were thirty of course. 


They may not have really thought this idea through. 


“Shit shit shit!” Camilo hissed to himself as they ran, Mira’s hand in his. Their Tio 5 crown 
was safely in her bag but the murderous thieves racing after them weren’t too far behind. 


They really hadn’t thought this through. 


As they ran past a rock wall covered in ivy, Mirabel stumbled and tripped, falling sideways 
with a shriek. Camilo tried to pull her upright but got pulled after her. 


Instead of hitting the hard surface of the rocks beside them though, they fell straight through 
what turned out to be a curtain of ivy. 


They lay on the floor, stunned for a moment before an angry curse from way too close by got 
them up and running through the tunnel again. They stopped dead when they reached the end, 
finding what looked like a valley nestled in between high rock walls. It was beautiful in here 
but they were mostly focused on finding a place to hide. They didn’t know if the thieves had 
seen them go through the ivy or not. 


The only place that really looked promising was the only manmade structure in sight. A tall 
and pretty tower rising up high above them. There was a window at the top but no sign of a 
door anywhere. 


The pair looked at each other and then back to the tower. 


“Yeah, we can climb that,” they decided simultaneously. Why should they stop with the bad 
decisions now? 


Bruno woke from his nap with a jolt at the sound of cursing coming from near the window. 
His heart started pounding as fear flooded him. 


No one should be in the tower! Madre had said she was going to be gone for a week and she 
certainly didn’t sound like that. 


He hesitantly peered out of the bedroom, expecting one of the terrifying people from madre 5 
stories. 


Instead, he saw... two teenagers? 
“Mira! Get off!” the boy hissed. 


“T fell! I didn’t mean to land on you!” the girl snapped back as she rolled off of him. The pair 
were covered in dirt and leaves and their cloaks were torn. They looked in rough shape. 


The boy hurriedly stood and peered out the window, like he was checking if there was anyone 
there while the girl sat up and dug in her bag. 


“Please don’t let me have dented it,” she muttered as she pulled out a crown. An actual crown 
that she fussed over, turning it over and over in her hands. 


Honestly, if he’d had his way, Bruno would have stayed hidden in the bedroom, hoping that 
they’d leave without exploring the rest of the tower. 


But of course, that didn’t happen. Because his rats decided to be curious and went racing out 
of his room. 


He cursed to himself as the girl shrieked at the sight of them and stumbled out of the room. 


“Don’t hurt them!” he pleaded, knowing from madre that not many people liked rats. They 
were his friends though... he didn’t want to see them hurt. 


The girl froze and stared at him while the boy spun around in shock. 
“Oh shit someone lives here?!” The girl squeaked. 


The boy looked down at her in disbelief. “No kidding? Why would someone build a tower 
here only to leave it empty? What did you think it was? Decoration?” 


“T don’t know! But we’re trespassing Cami!” 
“We’re hiding!” he argued. 


Bruno watched the two bicker in confusion while his rats ran back over to him. Suddenly the 
girl was looking at him again with big, brown eyes hidden behind green-rimmed glasses. 


“I’m so sorry for this!” she apologised. “We were just running from those thieves and kinda 
panicking.” 


“They were probably going to kill us,” the boy admitted, back to peering out of the window. 
“And we just got the crown back and we couldn’t let those-those bastards get it again.” 
The boy looked at her. “One day out and you develop a foul mouth. Tia is gonna kill me.” 


“Please don’t be mad,” she was pleading. “We didn’t mean to trespass. We weren’t really 
thinking straight. We just wanted to get away.” 


She was clutching the crown to her chest now, staring at him pleadingly and... madre had 
never mentioned how hard it was to say no to eyes like that. 


He found he didn’t want to though. She really did seem scared and under the calm act the boy 
had up, he was shaking a bit as well. 


“Uh, no, it’s fine. You just, you surprised me,” Bruno assured. “I don’t really get, um, 
visitors. You’re- you’re being chased?” 


She nodded, expression somewhere between afraid and angry. “S1,” she nodded her head. 
“Those two thought they could steal the Lost Prince’s crown, so close to his birthday too! 
Who does that?!” 


Lost Prince? What was that about? 


He pushed the thought aside when he realised the girl was sniffling, looking down at the 
crown and trying to see if there was any damage to it. It did look really expensive but she 
looked at it like it meant more than just money. 


“Hey, we got it back,” the boy said gently, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. 


She wiped hurriedly at her eyes. “Lo siento,” she mumbled. “Just... it takes a monster to do 
that. We’ve got to get it back.” 


The boy was nodded with determination. “And we will. But maybe after we give them 
enough time to start looking somewhere else?” 


She grimaced. “Yeah... they were really mad about the bees.” 
They both stared into space for a moment before the boy snorted. 
“It was funny though.” 


The pair grinned at each other and Bruno felt that lingering bit of fear fade. They didn’t seem 
all that dangerous. They seemed more like a pair of kids that were trying to fix some kind of 
terrible wrong. 


“I don’t mind if you stay here while you wait,” he found himself offering. “Do, um, do you 
want tea?” 


What did people do when they had guests? He’d never had guests. This was actually a little 
bit... exciting? 


The girl gave him a bright smile. “If it’s not a bother.” 


He awkwardly gestured over to the table and both of them practically collapsed into the seats. 
They actually looked exhausted now that he was looking. It made him a little concerned. It 
wasn’t normal for kids to be running around after thieves, was it? Their clothes were pretty 
torn up too. They didn’t get hurt doing that, did they? 


“Oh!” the girl sat up straight while the boy was checking over the crown. “Lo siento! We’re 
being so rude. We haven’t even introduced ourselves yet. I’m Mira and this is my primo, 
Cami.” 


Bruno panicked for a moment. Madre had made it very clear how dangerous it was to give 
anyone his name. But he didn’t want to be rude! 


In his panic, he blurted out a random one. 
“Rico,” he said, hoping he didn’t sound like he was lying. 


“Nice to meet you, Rico,” Cami smiled at him. “Thanks for letting us hide here. We really 
made those guys mad.” 


Finally, they seemed satisfied that the crown was okay and carefully packed it back into 
Mira’s bag. 


“This has been a day,” Mira mused as Bruno put the mugs of tea down in front of them. 


“Hey, everyone should do one crazy thing in their lives,” Cami shrugged. “And well, we 
should get all the experiences in since we’re going to be grounded for life when we get 
home.” 


Mira grimaced and let out a groan before dropping her head on the table. 
“They are going to be so pissed...” she breathed. 
Bruno stared at them in confusion and Cami noticed. 


“We’re not exactly... out with our parents’ blessings,” he admitted. “It was an impulse 
decision, to chase after the thieves.” 


“Been kind of worth it though,” Mira mused, resting her chin on her arms now. “I mean, it’s 
been kinda terrifying. But kinda amazing at the same time.” She smiled softly. “You were 
right Cami. Leaving the house is worth it.” 


“Of course I’m right,” he huffed with a smirk. “You should listen to me more often.” 


Something about her words stuck with Bruno as the pair started to bicker again. Kind of 
terrifying, but kind of amazing. What did she mean? It wasn't good to be afraid, right? 


He didn’t mean to ask, but the question kind of just escaped him anyway. 


Mira gave him a sheepish smile. “We’re not allowed to leave the house at all. You see, our 
family has... they’ve lost a lot. So Abuela barely lets anyone out because she’s scared that 
something will happen to one of us.” 


“This 1s the furthest we’ve ever been from home,” Cami continued. “I mean, I snuck out all 
the time because...” he shrugged. “I hate being cooped up in the house. But this is Mira’s 
first time out.” 


Mira gave a small smile. “While it’s been scary, I don’t think I regret my decision. It’s... 
amazing. To be outside and see new things. I mean we climbed a tower! How cool is that?!” 
She looked giddy over the thought and Bruno was fascinated as she launched into describing 
the things they’d seen. Flowers and animals and a tavern they apparently really wanted to 
visit on the way back. 


He tried to ignore it, but he couldn’t help the bubble of longing that appeared in his chest. 
He’d never set foot out of his tower after all. And what she was describing sounded amazing. 
Her eyes lit up as she spoke about her own first trip into the world. 


A bit terrifying, but amazing. 


Meanwhile, Cami was looking around the room and he suddenly jumped up. “Hey! Is that a 
painting of the lantern festival?” 


Bruno looked over in surprise and then flushed as he found the boy standing in front of his 
favourite painting. 


“Uh, si,” he admitted. “I see them every year and they’re... they’re beautiful. I watch them 
from my window. Do you know where they’re from?” 


Both looked at him in confusion. 


“They’re from the lantern festival back in Encanto,” Cami answered. “We hold it every year 
in honour of the Lost Prince.” 


There was that mention of this Prince again. 
“Don’t you know the story?” Mira asked with wide eyes. 


He flushed and shook his head. Immediately, Cami was back in his chair and spinning the 
story so well that Bruno could practically see it. A tale about a Prince stolen in the dead of 
night and an entire kingdom that mourned his loss. It must be amazing to have that many 
people miss you. 


“This is all Encanto has left of him,” Mira murmured sadly, setting the crown on the table 
again. “It’s his crown. And those horrible people went and stole it days before the festival, 
before his birthday.” 


Bruno startled at the reveal that he shared this Prince’s birthday. Weird. 
But the kids didn’t notice as Cami was back to comforting Mira. 


“We’re going to get it back in time for the festival,” he told her seriously. “We’ve got three 
days to get home safely. The crown will be back where it belongs in time for the festival.” 


Mira sniffled again before straightening up. “Yeah, you’re right. We will. It’1l be worth the 
grounding.” 


Bruno found himself staring at the painting of the lanterns again. He watched them every 
year, entranced by the beauty and mystery of them. 


The mystery had been solved at last, after forty-five years. But somehow he still felt 
incomplete. 


“Are they as beautiful up close as they are from here?” he asked wistfully. 


“They’re the prettiest thing I’ve ever seen,” Mira answered softly. Then she perked up. “We 
can show you if you want? As thanks for letting us hide up here?” 


Bruno immediately started stuttering out a refusal. His madre would never approve. 
But for some reason, the words died in his throat as the kids stared excitedly at him. 
“I’m really not supposed to leave...” he trailed off. 


“Come on!” Cami coaxed. “If there’s one thing we learnt from this, it’s do at least one crazy 
thing in your life. It might be dumb but it’s also the most fun thing you’ll ever do.” 


One crazy thing? He’d never done anything like that. He’d followed the rules his entire life. 
Their words stuck with him though. 

Might be dumb but it's fun. 

Terrifying but amazing. 


He’d always wanted to see the lanterns up close. Madre had been dismissive of the idea his 
entire life though, calling it silly. 


But... 


One silly thing in his life couldn’t hurt, right? When would he get a chance like this again? 
With people who knew the way to the lanterns, this close to the night they appeared? 


He’d be able to get there and back before madre returned. 


Bruno bit his lip as he debated with himself. 

The kids stared at him with excited, hopeful eyes. And he crumbled. 
“Okay...” 

“Yes!” Mira fist-pumped. “I’m making a friend before I get grounded!” 
“You’re so lame,” Cami told her. 


She shoved him out of his seat and he grabbed her arm, pulling her down with him. The pair 
shrieked and laughed and Bruno found himself smiling. 


One week of being dumb and breaking the rules. His one crazy thing to do. 


He was starting to feel excited. 


The Good and the Bad 


Both Cami and Mira ended up dozing off at the table, exhausted from their chase. Bruno 
didn't mind. He left them to their nap and nervously took what he thought he'd need. 


A satchel for his rats to sleep in, though they generally preferred to stay in his ruana. 


He had his preferred ruana on. Madre had tried to get him to wear more colours but he 
always loved green the most. 


For a moment he stood in the middle of the room, second-guessing his decision. 
But after deciding to go, he couldn't bring himself to change his mind. 

He really wanted to see the lanterns up close. 

And maybe, he wanted to see some of the world. 


Madre had always said that it was dangerous and nothing good waited for him out there. And 
these kids had certainly been chased by the kinds of terrible people she'd spoken about. 


But at the same time, these kids also came from that outside world. Vibrant and full of life 
and laughter in a way Bruno had never seen. 


And they'd also understood what it was like to be locked up for safety for most of their lives. 


It was amazing to him that they had left their home and chased after danger just to save 
something precious to their kingdom. 


They were... kind. Something madre said didn't exist out there. 


Bruno found that... he wanted to get to know them. Wanted to see more of this spirit that 
drove them, hear more of the laughter. 


The pair had tumbled into his life so abruptly with smiles and laughter and Bruno was 
fascinated. 


A few days spent with them before returning to his quiet life with madre seemed like an 
amazing time. 


At least he'd get to say that he saw the lanterns that he'd loved since he was six. 


"I think we're clear!" Camilo declared, leaning so far out of the window that Rico made a 
panicked sound. 


Mirabel just gave the man a bright smile. Camilo wouldn't fall. He was too used to scaling 
Casita all over the place to fall out of a tower. 


Rico was certainly odd but he seemed nice enough. Her primo and her had decided right at 
the beginning not to tell anyone who they actually were, sticking to their nicknames instead. 


Telling strangers they were literal royalty seemed like asking to get kidnapped. 


Not that they thought Rico would do that. He honestly seemed sweet and a bit awkward 
about social stuff. 


If he'd been locked up here his entire life, that made sense to her. 


Mirabel frowned to herself as Rico peered out of the window when Camilo swung himself 
down to start climbing. Something about the entire thing felt... off. 


Sure, she'd never left Casita before this whole thing but... she'd also never been alone. 


It seemed cruel, to leave him all on his own. But that wasn't really her business. If that's the 
life he wanted, well... everyone was different. 


She followed Rico out the window and eventually they were all on the grass, Camilo having 
helped the poor man climb down. 


The way he stared around at everything in awe made her stomach flip uncomfortably and 
Camilo's eyes narrowed. 


He'd... never even been down here? Seriously? 
She understood not leaving this hidden place but... not ever leaving the tower? 
It set off a warning bell in her head. 


Neither of them commented though. Mirabel shook out her dress under the now tattered 
cloak. She was glad she'd been wearing one of her simpler dresses when they left. Camilo 
had his favourite ruana on under his own wrecked cloak. 


Neither of them looked anything like royalty and even the guards would need a second look 
to recognise them. 


Which was good. 
"Alright! Let's head to that tavern," Camilo decided loudly. "I'm starving." 


Mirabel had to hide her concern. Camilo had done a few shifts when they'd grabbed the 
crown and those always made him hungry. The servants carried snacks on them just in case 
he ever needed it in the castle, but they didn't have that luxury out here. 


"Sounds like a plan," she chirped. 


She reached back and grabbed Rico's hand, starting to pull him along and ignoring the way 
he yelped in surprise. 


"Come on Rico!" She called excitedly. "Let's go get lunch." 


"Uh, okay," he stuttered a bit as they began walking. They paused just before the ivy curtain 
to listen carefully before stepping back out into the wider world. 


Rico looked around at everything as they started walking, eyes wide with wonder. 
Mirabel and Camilo exchanged another glance before she started pointing things out. 

It really was amazing out here. 

Flowers that even Isabela hadn't made before. 

Animals scurrying around in the bushes that would make Antonio squeal with excitement. 


She felt a little sad that her family couldn't see this all and maybe she understood Camilo's 
desire to sneak out more. She... didn't really want to give this all up now that she'd seen it. 


It was nice to see the way Rico's eyes lit up at each new sight though and the way he relaxed 
more as time passed. 


Camilo let out a sigh of relief when the tavern came into view which let Mirabel know just 
how hungry her primo actually was. 


They opened the door to absolute chaos. People were yelling and throwing punches and it all 
looked a bit dubious overall. 


It looked like a bar full of thugs. 
The pair glanced at each other and shrugged. 


Why stop with the bad decisions now? 


Bruno was in awe of this pair of kids. His anxiety had shot through the roof when he saw the 
people in the building. They looked terrifying. 


But Mira and Cami had walked right in and twenty minutes later he was sitting at a booth, 
staring at the bizarre scene. 


There was a lot more laughing than fighting now. 


Mira was dancing with a few guys while another played the piano with enthusiasm. Cami 
was up on a table, having entranced his audience as he spun tales and stories so vividly they 
could almost see them. 


The entire building had adored the pair in about two minutes flat. 


Bruno could understand that. They'd already grown on him and he'd only spent a few hours 
with them. 


The kids were just so... genuine. So gleeful about life and clearly enjoying every second of 
it. 


He was snapped out of his thoughts as Mira suddenly grabbed his hand and dragged him over 
to the piano. 


"Come dance, Rico!" She laughed. 
He tried to tell her that he didn't dance but she only grinned, eyes twinkling brightly. 
"It's your week to let loose remember?" She asked. 


She did have a point... and after a bit of fumbling he found himself relaxing, letting her pull 
him around as they danced. 


The crowd cheered as Cami jumped in to join them and Bruno couldn't remember ever 
having this much fun. 


Eventually, after they tired themselves out, they settled into a booth and Cami ate a truly 
impressive amount of food. 


Bruno briefly worried about payment but Cami paid upfront, pulling a surprising amount of 
money from his pocket. 


They were all startled when three beer glasses were dropped in front of them. 
"You three are alright," the guy chuckled. "It's on the house." 

"I'm pretty sure they're underage..." Bruno pointed out. 

Both teenagers studied the drinks before shrugging and taking a swig. 


"Our parents are already going to kill us," Mira pulled a bit of a face at the taste but didn't 
push it away. 


"Might as well give them all the reasons!" Cami agreed and they clinked their glasses 
together. 


"That's the spirit!" The guy laughed. He stayed and chatted with them for a bit, the kids 
seeming able to charm and make friends with just about anyone. 


When the doors slammed open, Bruno jumped as they both muttered curses and scrambled 
under the table. 


"What?" The guy with them looked confused. 
"Uh, we kinda got on their bad side and they're trying to kill us," Mira admitted in a whisper. 
"Why'd they come here?!" Cami hissed in annoyance. 


And not a little fear. 


Bruno was reminded of how afraid the pair had been when they'd tumbled into his tower. 
The guy with them, Diego? Bruno thought he'd introduced himself as Diego. He scowled. 
"I know that pair. They should know better than to target kids," he muttered. 


He gestured for them to follow him and they snuck around the back of the tavern while the 
rest of the crowd loudly denied seeing the kids at all. 


Bruno was relieved and surprised at the clearly protective move from them. 
Diego got them behind the bar and revealed a trap door. 


"Get through and run," he ordered them seriously. "Those two aren't the type to play around 
with." 


The kids thanked him in relief, scrambling down into the tunnel. 
"Take care of them," Diego murmured to Bruno. "They're good kids." 


Bruno nodded nervously before following the pair down into the tunnel, the trapdoor falling 
shut behind them. 


They rushed through the narrow escape route as quickly as they could before stumbling out 
into a wide-open area. 


It looked like the location of some sort of mining operation. 

"I can't believe they're still looking for us," Mira muttered, clutching her bag close. 
"They're persistent, I'll give them that," Cami agreed. 

They took a moment to get their bearings and figure out which way to go. 

While they were busy with that, Bruno felt a familiar pressure building in his head. 


Shit! He didn't get the involuntary visions often, mostly when he was stressed, and madre 
didn't let him have the bigger ones on his own. So he froze in his panic, ducking his head a 
bit and hoping that the kids didn't notice his eyes glow. 


The world around him disappeared briefly and a sudden flash of the future seared itself onto 
his brain. 


Raging water, a startled scream, Cami cursing and then a short snippet of both kids going 
under a rushing current. 


Bruno's heart was pounding in his chest. These were always short-term visions. He had 
seconds, maybe minutes, before it happened. 


The kids were looking around still, oblivious to the danger rapidly approaching them. 


Bruno's darting eyes landed on a discarded rope lying not far away and he darted over to grab 
it. 


"Mira! Cami!" He called urgently, drawing their attention and concern. "Please, I need you to 
trust me. Tie this around your waists." 


He tossed the other end of the rope to them and hurriedly tied his end around his own waist. 


Clearly confused, but thankfully not asking questions he couldn't answer yet, they followed 
his instructions. 


A loud crack echoed high up on the dam and all three of them spun around to stare up in 
horror. Those two thieves were up there and had managed to crack the dam and water was 
already starting to leak through. It would give at any moment. 


The thieves ran out of view, now revealed to be chased by the Royal guards. They must have 
paused just long enough to try and drown the kids since they couldn't stop to chase them. 


The dam gave a little more, water running down the side. 

Cami grabbed for Mira, genuine fear clear in his eyes now. 

"Rico. We-we can't swim," he whispered. 

Shit. 

Bruno stared into their wide, scared eyes as a deafening crack filled the air. 


The leader of the Royal guards had stopped dead in his tracks up on the dam wall and was 
staring down at them in horror. 


"Prince Camilo! Princess Mirabel!" He called in anguish as the dam finally gave. 
Prince? Princess? 


Bruno didn't have time to think about that as the wall of water hit them, Cami cursing and 
Mira letting out a scream. 


Then they were being swept away, both kids being dragged under by the current. 


Bruno followed moments after. 


That Was Close 


Carlos watched in horror as the Prince and Princess were swept under in the rush of water. 
They'd been so close to getting them back. 

Those damn Lopez brothers! 

First the crown and now they try and take two of the youngest from the Royal family? 
The Madrigals would be devastated. 

He clenched his fists as he rushed down towards the water as fast as possible. 

It would destroy Felix... 


His hijo had met Princess Pepa on the day she was supposed to be meeting suitors. But 
instead of looking over the nobles like her hermana who had already met Lord Agustin, her 
attention had been drawn toward Felix who was on his first day of duty as a guard. 


Carlos hadn't known whether to laugh or feel horrified as Felix easily responded to the 
Princess, making her smile and laugh in a way they hadn't seen from her in years. 


In the end, no one had the heart to stand between the pair, not when he clearly made her 
happy. 


Their niños were everything to them but he knew that Prince Camilo just held a special place 
in their hearts. They loved all of them but Camilo had a unique ability to make everyone 
around him smile. 


Carlos himself adored his nieto and had yet to snitch on him when he snuck into the barracks 
to talk to the guards. 


And Princess Mirabel was one of the kindest souls he'd ever met. 
Neither of them deserved this. 


They had to find them. 


Bruno still wasn't sure how he managed to grab ahold of the tree branch hanging low over the 
river. He didn't know how the branch didn't break under the weight of all three of them, the 
rope pulling painfully at his waist, but thankfully holding. 


He didn't know but he was grateful for all of that as he struggled to pull the kids out after 
him. 


He could have cried when they both started coughing up water the moment they each broke 
the surface. He hadn't realised how terrified he'd been that they might die until they were 
lying on the riverbank, hacking up water and gulping down air. 


He rushed to roll them onto their sides to make it easier on them, feeling how they were both 
shaking violently. 


He was shaking himself as he untied the rope and pulled both teenagers further away from 
that deadly water. 


He'd never been so grateful to an involuntary vision in his life. 


He looked up when Cami tried to push himself up on shaky arms and caught the boy when 
they gave under him. 


"Take it easy," he murmured. 


He was breathing harshly and there was still fear in his eyes. Bruno moved him a little to be 
closer to Mira and she immediately latched onto Cami. In moments the pair were tangled up 
in a tight hug as they slowly calmed down. 


Bruno briefly wondered if the lanterns were worth all this terror but then another thought hit 
him and it felt like ice water was dumped down his spine. 


If he hadn't chosen to come with them, what would have happened? 


They'd already been planning to go to that tavern, his presence hasn't changed that. They 
would have still fled down the tunnel. 


The only thing that affected anything was his vision... 

If he hadn't been there... 

"We-we can't swim." 

Cami's frightened words echoed in his head and he swallowed back bile. 
Would they have managed to get out of the water? 

He stared at the pair, horrified at the possibilities, the what ifs. 


Suddenly, he knew without a doubt that he wouldn't regret leaving his tower, no matter what 
happened. He was going to get these two crazy, smiling, sweet kids home. No matter what he 
had to do. 


He'd gotten hopelessly attached to the pair in such a short amount of time that it was 
terrifying. 


First though... he might need to address that 'Prince' and 'Princess' thing he'd heard the guard 
captain yell... 


With some coaxing, he managed to get the kids to stumble further away from the river until 
they found a good place to camp for the night. 


Bruno hurriedly got what they needed for a fire and managed to light a spark with shaking 
hands. They all needed to warm up. 


"Are you okay?" He asked gently, looking back at the pair who were still huddled together. 
Mira nodded while Cami swallowed hard. 


"Si," he murmured. "Gracias. I don't think- I don't think we would have been able to get out 
of the river without your help." 


"How'd you know to use the rope?" Mira asked. "Did you see them?" 


Bruno shifted uncomfortably as they both looked at him. They were all still soaked and 
shivering so he sighed. 


"Let's sit around the fire and dry off. I think we've got to talk anyway. That, uh, that soldier 
called out to you and called... you something different." 


Realisation and then, surprisingly, guilt cross their faces. 


They moved to sit by the fire, all of them taking cloaks and ruanas off so they could dry 
faster. 


"Lo siento," Mira murmured. "We decided at the beginning of this whole trip that we 
wouldn't tell anyone who we really were." 


Cami nodded. "We thought it would be safer." 


"It was, that's probably the smartest decision you've made this entire trip," he told them dryly, 
drawing surprised chuckles from them. 


Mira nodded. "But you're right. We've been using our nicknames. I'm actually Princess 
Mirabel Madrigal. This is my primo, Prince Camilo Madrigal." 


He quickly put the pieces together. 
"You were trying to get your Tio's crown back," he realised. 


Their expressions dropped and Mirabel hurriedly pulled the crown out to check that it was 
okay. 


"Sí," Camilo whispered while his prima sighed in relief to find it wet but undamaged. "It's... 
all we've got left of our Tio. Mama and Tia don't really... talk about him. It hurts them too 
much." 


"And all his portraits were taken down because of that," Mirabel sighed. "This crown is all 
we've got left. We... we couldn't let them steal it." 


"Mama was heartbroken when she found out," Camilo sounded pained. "I know we've caused 
a lot of trouble. But... we needed to fix this. Our family's been hurt too much already." 


They stared at him pleadingly, like they were begging him to understand. 


He hurriedly raised his hands. "Hey, I get why you did it. It must have been hard on your 
family." 


They nodded, both looking at the crown now as Mirabel traced the delicate green jewels. 


"Abuela lost the King when our mamás were really young. And then... when they turned five 
and got their magic, our Tio got taken away from them." 


They didn't notice how he startled at the mention of magic. 
"They got... magic?" He asked, his heart pounding in his chest for some reason. 
Maybe just because... he wanted to meet others like him? 


"Si," Mirabel smiled and it was good to see the expression again. "Everyone born into the 
family gets magic. Well, except me. We don't know why that happened..." 


"You don't need a Gift," Camilo argued. "You're still kickass without one." 

Mirabel gave him a soft smile for that. 

"Everyone in your family?" Bruno asked in shock. 

They nodded. 

"Cami here can shapeshift." 

He demonstrated the ability by mimicking Mirabel's form and shifting back smoothly. 
Bruno gaped at him. 

Mirabel just kept listing off on her fingers. 


"Dolores has enhanced hearing. Luisa has strength. Isabela can grow plants and flowers and 
stuff. Mama can heal people with her food." 


"My mama can affect the weather with her mood," Camilo added. "And Antonio hasn't got 
his Gift yet." 


Bruno's head was spinning. So many magical people. Madre had said that people like them 
were rare! 


"Was... was your Tio kidnapped because of his magic?" He asked, feeling a sense of 
foreboding that he didn't understand. 


His gut feelings were rarely wrong. 


Camilo shrugged. "We don't know. We assume so. We weren't kidding when we said that 
people don't talk about him. It took years before my papá let his name slip while I was 
around." 


Mirabel smiled down at the crown sadly. "Tio Bruno." 

The words hit him like a punch to the gut. A tremble started in his hands. 
It was a coincidence. It had to be. Lots of people probably had that name. 
It didn't mean anything that he shared it. 

Or that he shared this Prince’s birthday. 

Madre was his family. She'd raised him after his padre died. 

He was- he was thinking silly things. Madre said he did that a lot. 

Silly things like leaving the tower. Like seeing the lanterns. 

Like... going to Encanto... 


Bruno clenched his hands in his lap, the children oblivious to his inner turmoil at the 
moment. 


"What, uh, what was his magic?" He asked. It was like he was listening to this conversation 
from far away. 


Camilo was also looking at the crown now, a sad look in his eyes. 
Grief for a man he'd never met. 


"He could see the future," Mirabel was the one to whisper, the answer stealing the breath 
from his lungs. 


"Mama showed me once," Camilo admitted in a whisper. "He could make a... a picture of the 
future on these pretty, green glass tablets. She had some from their childhood and she kept 
them safe. She only showed me once. It thunderstormed for days afterward." 


Bruno couldn't breathe. 


"The people out there, they only want you for your magic mijo. It's why we hide. To keep you 
safe." 


"I wonder where he is?" Mirabel whispered, hugging the crown like a teddy bear. "I wonder 
if he's okay." 


"I wonder if he'll ever get to come home..." Camilo's voice was so soft he barely heard it. 


He was panicking. He thought. And his head kind of hurt. Which was bad? 


But the panic was the dangerous part. When he panicked, he lost control of his magic. 
He could feel it, sparking to life behind his eyes. They'd be flickering bright green now. 
Don't notice. 

Please notice. 

What's going on? 

I'm scared. 

"Rico?" Mirabel asked in concern. "Are you okay?" 

He was breathing too fast, too hard. He was getting lightheaded. 

Or was that from the vision closing in on him? 


As the future took over, he heard Mirabel gasp. It was hard to miss his eyes turning bright, 
vivid green after all. 


He saw the kids, staring at him with fear and worry in their eyes. They both looked on the 
verge of panicking but he couldn’t figure out the reason why in such a short time. 


In a flash, it was gone, leaving him staring back at two shocked-looking teenagers. 
Mirabel leaned forward, visibly shaking and eyes wide. 

"Tio?" It was little more than a breath. 

No! 


Something screamed in him that it was wrong. But some other part of him cried out with a 
desperate yes. 


Suddenly Camilo was there, right in front of him, eyes wide and frightened and awed. 
Bruno hadn't seen him look this vulnerable before. 
"You've got my mama's eyes," he whispered, almost reverently. 


Bruno's vision swam and instead of a boy with curly, brown hair, there was a girl. A little girl 
with Camilo's smile and bright red hair. 


"Hermanito! Let's play!" 


Pepa? 


Pain exploded in Bruno's head and he dug his fingers into his hair as he clutched it. 
He couldn’t think, he couldn’t focus, he couldn’t- 


He screamed. 


Visions and Memories 


“Tio?!” 

“Please please be okay!” 

“What did we do?!” 

“I don’t know! What if we found him by accident only to break him!?” 


The panicked voices drew his attention away from the pain. Hands were lightly shaking his 
shoulders and fisting in his ruana. They sounded terrified. 


His head hurt though. It hurt so much. It felt like something was dragging him back under 
into the darkness and muffling his thoughts. 


He’d- he’d remembered something. 
A flash of a red-haired girl laughing. 
Another girl smiling warmly at him. 


The memories, they had to be memories, started to blur and he panicked as purple flooded his 
vision. Madre x magic was purple. It made things better. She said so. 


But it was taking those memories away. They were important. 
Important. 


“What are you doing?” The voices sounded further away. He was sinking, the purple magic 
pulling him deeper. 


“I don’t know, but they resonate with the Gifts right?” 


Something was put on his head and abruptly everything shone green instead and the purple 
magic recoiled. 


The voices gasped but he wasn’t focused on that. He was dragged down into memories that 
shone brilliant green like his vision tablets. 


“Brunito?” 


Bruno turned to find his mama smiling at him. She crouched down and held out her arms and 
he happily ran into them for a hug. 


“What are you doing wandering around here?” she asked in amusement, brushing his messy 
curls back. 


“Hide and seek!” Bruno beamed up at her. “Pepa and Juli are hiding. ” 
His mama smiled softly. “Is that so? And you’re looking? ” 
He nodded eagerly. 


“Well, how about I help you?” she asked. “You can t leave your mama out of all your 


games. 


He bounced in place excitedly and nodded. “Come play mama! ” 


Bruno struggled to make sense of the warm memory. Mama? But madre... 


He pictured that warm smiling face again and he was flooded with a fierce longing. He 
missed her. She was... but how? 


“Hermanito!”’ Pepa called at the top of her lungs, startling Bruno. 


She came barrelling down the hallway towards him with a wicked grin on her lips, Julieta 
racing after her and looking much more panicked. 


“Bruno! Juli said a bad word!” Pepa declared in glee. 
Bruno 5s eyes widened and his jaw dropped as Julieta turned bright red. 


“Stop yelling that Pepa!” Julieta hissed, tackling their hermana and sending them both to the 
floor. 


Pepa was cackling while Julieta hissed at her to be quiet, face burning. 
“What did she say?” Bruno asked curiously. 

Pepa beamed at him. 

“Don t you dare!” Julieta yelled. 

“Shit,” Pepa crowed. 

Oooh, yeah. That was a bad word. 


Bruno snickered as his hermanas rolled around on the floor. They were never letting Juli 
forget this. 


Bruno’s head was spinning. Hermanas. He had hermanas. But how? How? 


He didn’t understand. 


Bruno stared at the door in front of him in awe. It was glowing and gold and he just knew 
that it was his. 


He reached out and touched the doorknob and a warm energy rushed into him as he opened 
it. 


He stared up at the beautiful tower room with its green and gold. As he stepped inside, the 
entire room lit up and he grinned. 


This was his home. 


The purple, madre s magic, had been driven to the back of his mind. It was still there, he 
could feel it. But his own magic was awake and alive in him like he’d never felt it before. 


Like... he didn’t remember feeling. 


Because it had felt like this. When he opened that door, when he got his magic. Pepa and Juil 
got their magic on the same day, when they opened their own doors down the hall from his. 


Pepa’s was wide and open for the weather to fill the open space. 
Juli’s was filled with soft cushions and her own personal kitchen. 


The memories were more fragmented now, not as clear as the first few. He caught snippets, 
moments. 


And they went far beyond the castle he saw in the background. More snippets appeared from 
when he was in the tower, growing up. Always visions. He didn’t remember those visions. 
He always looked confused by them as he showed madre and she always seemed angry when 
she saw them. 


A beautiful castle. 
A woman with a braid standing in falling rain. 
Another woman standing in front of that door, now dark and no longer glowing. 


One snippet caught his attention and made his breathing hitch. He reached out for that one, 
tried to grab it even though his head hurt more. 


Bruno stared down at the vision in confusion. There were two teenagers, a boy and a girl. 
They were both smiling and laughing about something. He’d been with them, outside of the 
tower. 


“Madre?” he asked in bewilderment when she snatched the tablet away. 


Her lips thinned and she looked angry, making him shift uncomfortably. Why was she angry? 
Did he do something wrong? 


He startled when she broke the tablet into pieces. 
“Madre!” 


He was brought up short when she grabbed his face in her hands, making him look at her. 
Her eyes were glowing purple. 


“Nothing to worry about mijo, ” she whispered and his head started feeling fuzzy. “Just sleep. 
Just sleep and forget.” 


Forget? Madre made him... forget? About visions. About... about Pepa and Julieta. About... 
mama... 


Madre wasn’t... 


Another memory surfaced and he grabbed onto it before the purple could rip it away. He 
needed to know. He needed to... 


Mirabel had called him Tio... 


Bruno woke up to fingers carding through his hair softly. He blinked blearily up at the 
strange woman at his bedside. 


She had curly black hair and strange purple eyes. She smiled at him but he didn t like it, 
trying to scoot away from her hand. 


“Who are you?” he asked fearfully. How did she get in his room? 


“You look so much like him,” the woman sighed wistfully and then suddenly her grip 
tightened in his hair and it became painful. “This is only fair.” 


“You're hurting me,” he tried to push her hand away but she only tightened her grip more, 
making him cry out. 


“Shh, don t worry. It'll be okay,” she whispered. “TIl take care of you.”’ 
Purple light suddenly invaded his vision and he jerked, trying to get away. 


“You're mine now,” she muttered, eyes burning purple. 


Bruno let out a pained noise and then suddenly he couldn t move. His body wouldn ¢ listen. 
He panicked when she picked him up and started carrying him away. He wanted to cry out 
for help but he couldn t do anything. 


And it was really hard to think. The world got all blurry and his eyes slipped shut. 


After that, it was all hazy. 


People were yelling. Thunder was rolling in the sky. 

He heard his hermanas calling for him. He heard the guards calling for him. 

He heard... mama. 

“Bruno!” she sounded so scared. He wanted his mama. 

Then there was just blackness and then blinding purple. 

Bruno opened his eyes to find a woman with purple eyes smiling warmly down at him. 


“You re awake, ” she seemed so relieved and Bruno frowned a little, confused. “You hit your 
head mjio. I was very scared. But you'll be okay. Your memory might be a bit weird for a 
while though. ” 


He hit his head? Well, it was pretty sore. That made sense. But who was... 
“Don t you recognise me? I’m your mamá.” 

His mamá? 

That didn t seem right for some reason. 

“Madre?” he mumbled. 


She seemed to get upset with his answer for some reason. 


He’d never called her mama. Not once in his life. It had just never seemed right. No matter 
what she had said, he’d always called her madre. Eventually, she’d just given in and stopped 
asking. 

It hadn’t felt right. 

Because... she wasn’t? She wasn’t his mama or his madre or anything? 


She’d taken- 


Bruno rolled over onto his side and emptied his stomach, shaking. He felt lightheaded and 
dazed and sick to his stomach. 


His arms gave out and he would have fallen right into the puddle of vomit if arms hadn’t 
caught him and dragged him back. 


He blinked rapidly, trying to clear the spots from his vision. 


It was Camilo steadying him, eyes wide and worried. But also locked on something above his 
head. 


“You- you really are-” he said in a small voice. 


Bruno lifted a shaky hand and reached above his head, fingers hitting something hard 
(something familiar). 


He pulled his hand away to find the crown they’d been through all this trouble to retrieve. 
Only, the green gems were glowing softly. It didn’t do that before, did it? 


He squinted as another memory resurfaced. 


It was the first time they were wearing their crowns after getting their magic and all three 
were delighted and awed to find that the gemstones now glowed when they wore them. 


He blinked back to the present with Pepa’s laughter still echoing in his ears. 

Mirabel had joined Camilo in front of him, both staring up at him in concern. 

“Are you okay?” she asked shakily. There were tear tracks down her cheeks. ““You- you were 
screaming like you were in so much pain. And- and there was this purple light around your 
head.” 

Camilo swallowed hard and nodded. “Mirabel put the crown on you and it started glowing. 
Then your eyes did too and you stopped screaming. But you were still all dazed and it didn’t 
seem like you could hear us.” 


It was pretty clear that he’d scared the crap out of both of them. 


“T-I’m fine. It’s just- my head,” he squeezed his eyes shut and pressed his hand to his head as 
the pain flared again. 


A shaking hand took his free one and he opened his eyes to find Mirabel staring at him with a 
desperate sort of hope. 


“Are- are you? Are you our missing Tio?” she asked softly. 


“T- I don’t know,” he answered shakily. His head was still pounding. “I don’t remember... 
anything before I was five. Or... I didn’t...” 


He tugged at his hair a bit to try and distract from the pain and Camilo reached out to stop 
him, pulling his hand away from his hair. 


“You don’t remember?” he asked with a small frown. 

“T- I’m remembering... things.” he grit his teeth at a particularly sharp spike of pain. 
Both kids suddenly startled. 

“Your eyes. They’re flickering between green and purple,” Mirabel said in concern. 


Camilo moved quickly and suddenly the crown was back on his head and the purple magic 
settled down as his own rose up again. He let out a shaky sigh as the pain dropped. 


“Tt’s- It’s magic,” he muttered. “Doesn’t want me to remember...” 
“It’s hurting you?” Mirabel sounded upset. 


He couldn’t really lie when he couldn’t even open his eyes properly without grimacing. He 
blinked a few times until he could focus on them properly. 


Now that he was... He could see Julieta in the concerned downward tug of Mirabel’s lips. He 
could see Pepa in the way Camilo seemed ready to go and punch someone if it would make 
him feel better. 


This was real. Those memories were real. 

His breathing hitched. 

“T- ve got to- to have a vision.” 

He needed to know. 

“What?” Mirabel asked as she and Camilo scrambled after him when he stood. 

He rushed around to gather leaves and twigs, trying to stop his hands from shaking. 


“Madre- she made me forget visions. I never had them without her. I need to- to see-” he 
couldn’t finish the sentence as they trailed after him. 


“Wait, madre? The one you shared the tower with?” Camilo asked, an edge of anger starting 
to appear in his voice. “She made you forget? Is the purple magic hers?” 


“Si,” Bruno whispered. “I- I-” 


Mirabel grabbed his hand. “Calm down. It’s okay. Do what you think you need to,” she 
assured him. “Can we sit with you?” 


She asked the last bit hopefully and he nodded after a moment. 


They settled a bit of a distance from the fire and Bruno lit the piles of leaves and pulled his 
magic to the surface. It responded much more easily than usual, surprising him as the sand 
glowed green and rose up to form the familiar dome. 


He remembered he was still wearing the crown seconds before the dome closed. 


Probably wouldn’t affect anything, right? 


Off in a living castle, a Princess paced the halls, too upset to sleep. The weather outside 
rumbled ominously and she shot a glare at it. 


There was no calming her down though. 


Her Camilo was off out in the world somewhere with his prima, doing who knew what and 
probably getting into trouble. And she didn’t know how he was, if he was okay, when he’d be 
back. 


If he’d be back. 


She took a shaky breath and reached up to brush her fingers against her crown. The yellow 
gems glowed softly in the dark and wearing the crown usually helped her control her Gift a 
little better. 


It wasn’t doing much at the moment. 


Gritting her teeth she hurried down the hall, coming to a stop in front of her hijo 5 door. It 
was glowing brightly, like normal. That settled her nerves enough that she could breathe 
again. 


Wrapping her dressing gown more tightly around herself, Pepa headed down the hall, now 
more wandering than pacing. 


Inevitably, she found herself in front of her hermano 5 door. 


Tears burned her eyes as she stared at it. She couldn’t lose Camilo like she’d lost Bruno. It 
would break her more than the loss of her hermano already had. 


She reached out to brush her fingers against the carved wood, a common habit of hers when 
she was alone and unable to sleep. 


“Hermanito,” she whispered. 
The grief almost seemed to get stronger every day. 


She closed her eyes for a moment and calmed her breathing again. She frowned to herself 
when she noticed something though. The wood felt... almost warm under her fingers. 


Opening her eyes again, Pepa looked closely at the door. 
For a moment, nothing happened. 

And then the door shone. 

Pepa gasped, pressing her hand flat to the wood. 
“Bruno?” she whispered. 


She suddenly felt her magic rise to the surface, buzzing right under her skin like it did when 
she got very emotional. 


Her crown was humming. That hadn’t happened since... since Bruno had had a vision while 
wearing his own. The theory was that there was some kind of resonance between the crowns 
and their magic, connecting them since they were triplets. 


She didn’t have long to think about it since suddenly her vision washed out in green. 


Pepa blinked in shock to find herself somewhere else. There was rushing green sand forming 
a large dome around her. 


The sight was familiar and sent her heart beating even faster in her chest. 


“That’s Encanto!” she heard suddenly and her head snapped away from the sand to the three 
figures sitting in the middle. 


Camilo. Her baby was the one pointing at the image of their kingdom in the dome. He looked 
a bit worse for wear, his hair a mess and missing his ruana. But the light in his eyes that she 
loved was burning brighter than ever. 


“And Casita!” Mirabel called out excitedly, pointing to another part of the dome. “She’s a 
living castle.” 


“Casita?” the third figure muttered, like he was trying out the word. 


Pepa’s breathing hitched and she was sure the weather must be going haywire. Because that 
was Bruno. Grown-up and looking painfully confused as he stared at the images in the sand. 
But that was him. Same stunning green eyes lit up with magic, same unruly curls and 
preference for green clothes. His crown sat glowing softly on his head, finally at home where 
it belonged. 


Bruno. 

Her hermanito was sitting here, with her hijo. Alive. Alive. 
“Bruno?” she breathed. 

Their heads snapped to her and shock crossed their faces. 
“Mama?” Camilo asked. 


She couldn’t look away from Bruno though, as those green eyes met hers for the first time in 
decades. 


He was frowning in confusion and the pinched look to his eyes suggested that he was in pain 
somehow. 


Then he opened his mouth. 

“Pepa?” 

Pepa broke. 

Tears raced down her cheeks as she stared pleadingly at him. 


“Hermanito,” she whispered. “Brunito, please come home.” 


And the spell broke, the sand falling back to the ground in a forest a distance away and Pepa 
falling to her knees in front of Bruno’s door, tears trailing down her cheeks. She stared at the 
faintly glowing wood under her hand, hearing worried voices and doors opening as the storm 
went wild outside. 

But the door was glowing. Not as brightly as it should, but it was glowing. 


Pepa pressed her forehead to the wood and closed her eyes. 


“Brunito, please come back to us.” 


Alive 


Bruno stared at the space where that woman, Pepa, had been. His visions never did that, they 
never looked back at him like that, talked to him. 


They were the future, not the present. 
But... but she’d seen him. 


With shaking hands, he lifted the tablet that had fallen into his lap. It had captured her 
perfectly, staring out from the tablet like she was seeing a miracle. 


She was crying, and he didn’t like that. He preferred it when she smiled. 
“That was mama,” Camilo whispered, scrambling over to look at the tablet. 


And it finally hit Bruno. He... he’d been raised on a lie. He’d been stolen from his family, 
who had mourned him for years. 


The kids sitting with him were his sobrina and sobrino. 
Family. 

He blinked tears out of his eyes. 

“Madre lied...” 


The betrayal from that burned. Because he had loved the woman. Apparently not like an 
actual mother since, even subconsciously, he couldn’t call her the title that already belonged 
to another woman. But he’d still loved her. Still trusted her. 


And... 


And she’d stolen him away from his actual family. Taken his memories and then continued 
taking them whenever he had a vision that even hinted at his true identity. 


Suddenly both kids were hugging him. 
“I’m sorry Tio,” Mirabel muttered and he squeezed his eyes shut as he sobbed. 


When he finally calmed down, he felt drained and overwhelmed by everything. The kids 
were leaning against his sides and they were probably just as exhausted by now. 


““We-we should probably get some sleep,” he murmured. 
Mirabel lifted her head to look at him. 


“Are you okay?” 


He looked down, at the tablet he was still clutching like a lifeline. Everything he’d grown up 
believing might have been a lie but... 


There were people waiting for him. Looking for him. Begging for him to come home to 
them. 


He had a family. 
“I don’t think so, but I will be,” he answered honestly. 
They packed the crown away again, also putting the tablet in the bag with the utmost care. 


Then they fell asleep, all of them exhausted from the near-death experience and life-altering 
revelations. The kids cuddled into his sides and Bruno felt like he could breathe for the 
moment. 


They’d figure things out in the morning. 


Felix found his wife kneeling in front of her hermano’ door. It wasn’t unusual. He’d found 
her there before and sometimes in the middle of a storm too. 


But he’d never seen anything like this storm, one that had roused everyone from their beds 
and rushing around to find Pepa. 


Normally he would pull her into his arms and whisper quietly to her as he led her back to 
bed. 


But those other times, the door hadn’t been glowing. 
He stopped dead and stared, hearing Julieta gasp behind him as she no doubt saw it too. 


She stepped past him on shaking legs, towards her hermana who still had a hand pressed to 
the door. 


The rest of the family was gathering around them now, whispering behind Felix as they 
wondered what this meant, what had happened. 


Agustin had to steady Alma as she stared at the door, pale as he’d ever seen her before. 
“P-Pepa?” Julieta asked, tears thick in her voice. 
Pepa looked back, there were tears trailing down her cheeks but she was smiling. 


“I saw him Juli,” she whispered, the words making a hush fall over the family. “I- I saw 
him.” 


“What do you mean?” Julieta asked, voice shaking as she sank down to her knees next to her 
hermana. 


Pepa grabbed her hand in her free one, still refusing to move from the door. “He was having a 
vision Juli. And- and he was wearing his crown. You know how they reacted when we were 
wearing ours during one of his visions? You remember? We’re connected. And I saw him.” 
Her voice broke as she finally moved her hand away from the door to cover her mouth, tears 
in her eyes. “He was with Camilo and Mirabel.” 


Julieta’s breathing hitched at her hija ’s name while Felix sagged at hearing Camilo’s. They 
were okay? 


“They were sitting in the dome of sand with him and- and he saw me, he heard me, before the 
vision broke apart. They found our hermanito Juli.” 


Felix realised the storm outside had stopped and there was a light back in Pepa’s eyes that 
had dimmed over the years. 


“They’re bringing him home,” Pepa fell into her hermana 5 arms as Julieta stared ahead at the 
door in shock. 


“He’s alive?” she asked in a wavering voice. 
Pepa nodded against her shoulder. 


Julieta broke down, pulling Pepa close as they both cried while the family processed the 
shocking news. 


Felix turned to find Alma staring at the door with her hand over her mouth. The soft glow felt 
like something new. 


It felt like hope. 


Bruno woke up in an entirely different way to what he was used to. His rats were all curled 
up around his neck since both kids had apparently gotten closer in their sleep. Mirabel was 
burrowed into his side while Camilo was half sprawled on top of him. 


He just stared at the sky for a long moment, remembering everything that had happened. 
His madre wasn’t his madre. 

He’d been kidnapped. 

These were his sobrinos. 

He had hermanas and a mama who had mourned him. 

And apparently, he was a Prince. 


There was a whisper of something across his mind, of doubt. Of how it was such a silly 
thought— 


Bruno inhaled sharply. 


That wasn’t him. That was her magic. Still coiled deep in his mind. Biting his lip, he tried to 
think of something to stop it when he remembered that it had shied away from his magic. 
Ma- She had discouraged him from using his magic if she wasn’t around, outright banning 
visions if she wasn’t in the room. And he had to tell her immediately if he had an involuntary 
one. 


Maybe... 


Bruno focused and pulled up his magic, not for a vision, just to sit there, buzzing under his 
skin, in his mind. It was a strange feeling, but the purple magic recoiled from it and fled, 
taking its implanted doubts with it. 


He... he was Bruno Madrigal. 


And he had a hermana who had stared at him like a prayer answered. He had another 
hermana who had also missed him. 


He- he needed to go home. 

She’d- Pepa had asked him to go home. Begged him. 

They'd figure it out. They’d get this- this magic out of his head. 
He- he was going home. 


Camilo shifted against him and sat up, rubbing his eyes. Mirabel followed moments later like 
she could sense he was waking up. They both looked adorably sleepy-eyed and tousled after 
sleep. Bruno sat up himself and checked on his rats. He was just grateful he hadn’t lost any in 
that whole river thing. 


Suddenly, Mirabel seemed to snap awake and spun around to stare at him. 
“It wasn’t a dream right?” She begged, catching Camilo’s attention. “It- it was real right?” 


Bruno blinked at her in bewilderment while Camilo’s breathing caught. He suddenly went 
digging in Mirabel’s bag and pulled out the green tablet. The kids both stared at it, Bruno’s 
heart stuttering at the sight of his hermana again. 


“It was real?” Mirabel whispered. 
“It was real,” Camilo confirmed. 
They both looked to Bruno. 


“You’re our Tio, our Tio Bruno?” Mirabel whispered, tears in her eyes. She was crying way 
too much in his opinion. It was better when she smiled and laughed. 


“I, uh, I think?” he rubbed his head again. He still had a dull, throbbing headache at the base 
of his skull. “Everything’s... fuzzy, mostly. But... I know her,” he pointed at the tablet. 
“That’s- that’s Pepa. She’s...” 


“Hermanito!” A beaming smile. Directed at him. “Come play!” 

“She’s my hermana...” 

“And your other one?” Mirabel prompted excitedly. 

Bruno closed his eyes. It was hard to hold on to any of the names or faces. “Juli. Julieta.” 
Mirabel was nodding eagerly. “Those are our mamas.” 


“We found you!” Camilo looked thrilled and disbelieving. “We weren’t even looking! We 
went after the crown and we found our Tio!” 


They piled on him again in a hug and Bruno couldn’t help a small smile. 


After they’d all calmed down again, naturally the questions started. And they didn’t like 
some of the answers. 


“So there’s magic in your head making you forget?” Camilo asked with a scowl. 
Bruno nodded. 


“The crown resonates with the Gifts so it must have amplified it enough to push it back,” 
Mirabel mused. “It’s not gone?” 


“No, it’s still... there,” he grimaced. “I can remember... some things. Like... some fuzzy 
memories from when I was small and playing with mi hermanas. And I think I’m getting 
some back that she- she took as I was growing up. About visions she didn’t want me to see. 
And-” he faltered. “I remember... the night she took me.” 


He was frowning to himself now. It was hard enough to hold onto those memories. He hadn’t 
been able to get anything else past the veil of purple magic. 


“That’s about all though.” 


“I’m sure our parents will figure it out,” Camilo said. “Tia can heal after all. Or maybe there’s 
something about the crowns being near each other you can use?” 


“T don’t know, magic’s weird,” Mirabel shrugged. “But either way, we’ve really got to get 
home now.” She beamed up at him. “They’re all going to be so happy to see you.” 


“Mamá must be losing her mind right now after last night. I didn’t know you could do that.” 
“Neither did I,” he admitted. 


“Hey, why did you introduce yourself as Rico?” Mirabel suddenly asked. 


Bruno ducked his head sheepishly. “Ah, ma- she told me to never tell anyone my name.” 
They both scowled. 

“Probably to make finding you harder,” Camilo muttered. 

“She didn’t hurt you right?” Mirabel asked worriedly. 


Bruno opened his mouth to answer with a ‘no’ when he paused. He remembered the night she 
took him and how much the magic hurt. He thought about all the memories she took over the 
years. 


“I... don’t know,” he admitted quietly. 

They both clutched at his hand or arm. Protective, worried. 
His heart just about melted at the sight. 

“We need to get you home,” Camilo said more firmly now. 
Home... 

No longer a lonely tower in the middle of a hidden valley. 
A home with people, with family. 

People who were waiting for him. 

“That... that sounds nice,” he murmured. 


Both kids just about beamed at him. 


Far away, a witch entered an empty tower and screamed, magic ripping everything inside to 
shreds. 


p? 


“I won’t lose what’s mine! Not again 


Keep Running 


These kids were going to be the death of him. 

“I’m sure these berries are fine,” Mirabel mused. 

“Mira, please don’t eat strange berries. Cami, please get out of the tree!” 
“But I can almost reach the apples Tio!” 


Bruno was pretty sure his heart was about to beat out of his chest as Camilo balanced 
precariously on a branch. He couldn’t go stop him since he was trying to drag a curious 
Mirabel away from a berry bush. They were all dressed in their now dry clothes again, Bruno 
and Camilo in their ruanas and Mirabel and Camilo in their cloaks. They’d been about to start 
on their journey again when the kids decided to inspect the local flora for food. 


They were definitely going to be the death of him. 


Suddenly, he heard something and his head snapped around. That was a voice. Did those 
thieves find them? 


Before he could panic, the voice came again, sounding clearer. 
“Princess Mirabel! Prince Camilo!” he called. 


Camilo’s head shot up and he almost fell out of the tree while Mirabel stopped trying to eat 
the berries at last. 


“Abuelo?!” Camilo shouted, scrambling down the tree again. 


There was the sudden sound of movement through bushes and a man in royal armour came 
stumbling into sight. He just about deflated with relief to see the kids. 


“Abuelo!” Camilo called in glee, bolting over to the man and hugging him. 

The man hugged him tightly, clear relief written over his face. 

“You’re both alright,” he sighed. 

Mirabel straightened up and darted over to him, dragging a nervous Bruno along with her. 
“Captain Carlos!” she cried out in excitement. “You’ll never guess who we found!” 


The man, Carlos, frowned when he looked at Bruno. “You... you were down there with them 
when the dam broke.” 


Camilo pulled back to look up at his Abuelo. 


“He saved us,” he admitted quietly. “He got us out of the water.” 
Carlos’ expression changed to such intense gratitude that Bruno shuffled his feet awkwardly. 


“Gracias,” Carlos stepped forward to grab his hand. “Gracias. Our entire kingdom owes you 
a debt.” 


“Wait wait,” Camilo grabbed his arm, grinning wildly. “It gets even better!” 


Mirabel dug around in her bag until she pulled out the crown and he gaped at them. “You 
managed to get the Lost Prince’s crown back?!” he asked in shock. 


They both gave him matching, mischievous smiles before turning to Bruno. Camilo swiped 
the crown and dropped it on his Tio 5 head. 


Carlos opened his mouth, to protest or ask them what they were doing, Bruno didn’t know. 
Because the words died in his throat. 


“Ay, I wish you would warn me before you do that,” Bruno complained while he rubbed at 
his eyes as they glowed, his magic activating automatically as the crown glowed. 


“It’s more fun this way,” Camilo smirked. 
Bruno rolled his eyes after blinking the magic away. 


Carlos was gaping at him. Bruno shifted uncomfortably, anxious under that stare. He felt 
exposed, with this crown that felt so right and so wrong on his head. 


“Th-the Lost Prince,” Carlos stuttered, eyes wide. “Our- our missing Prince.” 


Suddenly he fell down to one knee, startling Bruno. Carlos bowed his head and his voice was 
thick with emotion when he spoke again. 


“You’re alive. My Prince, you’re alive.” 

Bruno didn’t know what to do. So he really just blurted out the first thing that came to mind. 
“Not for long with the rate these two are going. Please tell Mirabel not to eat the berries.” 
Carlos startled and looked up at him while Bruno flushed a bit. 

Mirabel huffed. “They’re probably fine.” 

Carlos looked over at the nearby berry bush. 

“Uh, no my Princess. They’re poisonous.” 

She pouted and crossed her arms. 


“Prince Camilo was in the apple tree wasn’t he?” Carlos asked. 


Bruno nodded. He felt vindicated by the man’s long-suffering sigh. 


They gave the Captain a quick rundown of the story. How the kids had fled from the Lopez 
brothers after getting the crown back and how they’d stumbled on his hidden tower. 


Carlos’ expression darkened when ‘madre’ was mentioned and when Bruno admitted that this 
was the first time he’d ever left the tower. They gave a very quick (and edited) rundown of 
the tavern and their escape, and then what happened with the dam. 


“T get them sometimes,” Bruno admitted nervously. “The involuntary visions are always 
short-term. It was only about a minute's warning." 


Carlos was very pale as he realised how close to death all three of them had come. 


They wrapped it up with explaining how the kids had admitted to who they were and then 
how they’d figured out who Bruno was. Then they showed him the tablet as they described 
the strange vision. 


“Princess Pepa saw you?” he asked in awe. 

They all nodded. 

"At least she knows you're all alright," he sighed. 
The kids ducked their heads sheepishly. 


"We didn't mean to scare everyone," Mirabel assured him. "We just... didn't want to lose the 
only thing we had of our Tio. And then we stumbled on him along the way," she beamed up 
at Bruno and he couldn't help returning the smile with a small one of his own. 


Carlos also softened and sighed. 


"You gave everyone a fright," he admitted. "But the important thing is to get you home right 
now." He swallowed hard. "All three of you." 


A warm feeling flared in his chest whenever Bruno thought of home now. 


He wondered what everyone was like. He had his few, vague memories of his hermanas and 
his mama but they didn't give him enough. What were they like? What were his hermana's 
husbands like? The other children? There were so many people he had to meet and it was 
both terrifying and exciting. 


A sharp spike of pain hit him and he winced, automatically raising a hand to his head. He 
heard Mirabel hurriedly explain about the purple magic in his head while Camilo darted 
forward gripped Bruno's arm tightly in concern. 


After breathing deeply a few times, Bruno activated his own magic and it subsided again. He 
grimaced as he rubbed his head. 


"I'm fine," he assured, "I'm fine. Just was unexpected." 
Neither kid look convinced, still clearly worried. Carlos looked grim. 


"We need to get you home." 


As they started their trip back to Encanto, excitement was clearly bubbling up in both kids. 
They darted around, chasing each other and studying the world they hadn't seen for so long. 


Carlos, having introduced himself as Camilo's Abuelo through his papa Felix, was watching 
them both with fond eyes. It was clear he tried to remain professional but that both kids 
considered him family. 


"What's he like?" Bruno found himself asking shyly as the kids ran ahead of them. "Felix?" 


"Felix is..." Carlos chuckled. "Felix is a whirlwind of his own. He loves with all his heart. 
He's loyal and fiercely defends those he cares about. He wanted to be a soldier, a royal guard, 
like me. But that went off the rails when he met Princess Pepa." 


Bruno found himself chuckling as Carlos told him of their first meeting. He clung to the tale, 
trying to match the stubborn Princess with disregard for tradition up with the little girl in his 
memories. 


"He never missed the annual search for you," Carlos admitted and Bruno looked at him in 
confusion. "Every year, after the lantern festival, anyone over eighteen can join in on a week- 
long search of the country. Looking for you. Felix has been joining them since he's been old 
enough to. And a few times he wasn't old enough and lied about it." 


Bruno swallowed hard. A search? An annual search even forty-five years later? The thought 
was enough to bring tears to his eyes. 


"I didn't know..." he whispered. 


How often had they gone past that curtain of ivy while he'd been watching the lanterns fly 
high above him? Had Felix ever? How close had they been over the years? 


Carlos reached out and squeezed his shoulder. 


"Encanto never stopped looking for you Prince," he said, fiercely. A vow. They never stopped 
looking. They never would. 


Bruno ducked his head, almost feeling dizzy at the thought. 
So many people, hoping he'd return. 


Why? Why would that... that woman do this to them? To another family? He'd never thought 
of her as cruel before but there wasn't another word to describe this. 


An entire festival and dedicated week-long search. A Queen so afraid of losing another 
member of her family that she kept them locked inside the castle. Resulting in kids who 
stared at simple things with absolute wonder on their faces. The same way he did. 


He'd spent his entire life locked up. But so had his family. 
And his heart ached at that. 


He opened his mouth to say something. He really didn't know what. But the words were 
swept away in the green of an unexpected vision. 


Carlos let out a sound of surprise and the kids turned in time to see the bright green fade from 
his eyes. 


Bruno shoved Carlos as hard as he could, making the man stumble back and barely avoid the 
arrow that hit the ground between them. 


The Captain was instantly on alert, drawing his sword. He glared at the two men that stepped 
out of the trees. They both looked a bit worse for wear, no doubt from being chased by guards 
all over the place. 


Mirabel and Camilo darted back over to Bruno, clutching at his ruana fearfully. These two 
had been pursuing the kids for days now and had almost killed them recently. He could 
definitely understand their fear. He didn't want these thieves anywhere near the kids, 
remembering the terror he'd felt when they'd gone under the water. 


"Run!" Carlos ordered, startling Bruno as he faced the thieves. 

"But Abuelo!" Camilo started to argue but Carlos cut him off. 

"You three need to get home. Now.” He ordered. "Go!" 

He glanced back at Bruno, gaze pleading. They needed to get the kids away from those two. 


He twisted and pushed the kids, urging them to start running. They stumbled initially before 
they started to pick up the pace, the sounds of swords clashing echoing behind them. 


"He's the best swordsman in the kingdom!" Mirabel gasped as they ran. "No one except Tio 
Felix can come close to beating him." 


Camilo hurriedly swiped at his eyes. 
"Yeah, no one's beat Abuelo before," he agreed in a shaky voice. 


Bruno desperately hoped they were right as they ran. Carlos was kind. He deserved to see his 
nieto and hijo reunited. 


So, even though his chest burned from the unfamiliar exercise, Bruno still ran. 


Encanto waited for them. 


Light to Guide You Home 


Dolores was jerked out of her focused listening to the borders of Encanto by her prima s 
voice. 


“Should we really do the festival without them?” Isabela asked softly, staring down at the 
lantern in her hands. 


Tia Julieta looked torn and Abuela faltered. 
Mama took a deep breath, fingers intertwined with papa 5. 
“Why did we start the festival?” she asked quietly. 


Dolores gave a small smile, still facing the open balcony door. “To call our missing family 
home,” she whispered. To call Tio Bruno home. She didn’t say his name, not yet. Not until he 
was home. 


Mama nodded. “Well, I think it couldn’t hurt to give them a light to guide them tonight.” 


Smiles broke out across the rest of the family’s faces and they nodded. Tia Julieta leaned into 
Tio Agustin as she took a deep breath. Abuela smiled at them while her primas straightened 


up. 


Four-year-old Antonio gripped Dolores’ dress tightly. He’d been inconsolable since Camilo 
and Mirabel disappeared. They were unashamedly his favourite people in Casita. 


The family gathered at the door as Abuela stepped out into the night air, a hush falling over 
the crowd outside. The rest of the city didn’t know about Tio Bruno being found by the 
missing royals. They only knew that Mirabel and Camilo were still missing. 


She’d heard so many worried prayers for them that Dolores had almost burst into 
overwhelmed tears many times over the last few days. The Kingdom loved them and it had 
never been more clear. 


Abuela greeted the people like always and Dolores let her focus drift again, past Abuela, past 
the people, past everyone and towards the border. 


She kept listening as the family walked out to join Abuela on the balcony. She vaguely 
registered the sea of lanterns that always made her tear up, every year. 


Antonio was in their papas arms, holding his lantern like it was a priceless treasure. 


Mama and Tia lifted their lanterns first. Blue and yellow with a green lantern released by 
both following moments after. Then it was Abuela and then the rest of them. 


“Please come home,” Antonio whispered as he let his go, tears still thick in his voice. 


Abuela breathed a near-silent prayer as she watched hers rise. 
“Mira, get your ass home,” Isabela hissed to herself. 

Luisa was crying as she let her lantern rise. 

“Mirabel, mi mariposa,” Tio Agustin whispered. “We’re waiting.” 
“Cami, we believe in you,” papá murmured. 

“Hermanito,” Tia almost sobbed. 


Mama took a deep breath, keeping the clouds at bay through sheer willpower like every year 
before. “Bruno, come home,” she pleaded, voice almost inaudible, even to Dolores. 


As the kingdom released their lanterns, a veritable storm of fire flying into the sky to 
Dolores’ ears, she heard something. 


A gasp. 


She frowned, closing her eyes and focusing harder. Three frantic heartbeats, just at the edge 
of her hearing range. She knew two of those familiar beats. 


A breathless laugh. 
“See Tio?” 
Dolores’ breathing hitched. Mirabel. 


“They’re calling us home,” Camilo sounded like he was smiling. Dolores lifted a shaky hand 
to cover her mouth. 


She focused on that third heartbeat, one she didn’t know. 
“It’s beautiful,” a soft voice whispered, awed. 

Dolores let out a quiet sob, drawing her family’s attention. 
“It’s better up close,” Mirabel insisted. 


There was a startled yelp and their footsteps picked up again, one sounding like they were 
stumbling, no doubt being dragged by the other two. 


Dolores couldn’t hear her family’s frantic questions, too focused on those distant sounds as 
they drew closer to the city. She wondered what it looked like, approaching the city as 
hundreds of lanterns rose into the sky. 


What was it like, knowing they were all for him? 


She hoped he liked them. She hoped that they were as beautiful from the ground as they were 
from up here. 


Her eyes snapped open again when a hand landed on her shoulder and she found herself 
looking into her mamá s worried eyes. 


Dolores smiled. “I hear them,” she whispered, tears trailing down her cheeks. “I hear them. 
Mira. Cami. And- and Tio. Mama I can hear Tio Bruno.” 


It felt so right to say his name now, one that she’d only hear whispered by her Mamá, Tia and 
Abuela in the dead of night when they thought no one was listening. 


Mamá 5 breathing hitched and tears welled up in her eyes. 
“Where?” she asked. 
“They’re just entering the city gates. They’re coming home.” 


She dragged Dolores close in a hug, clearly biting back a sob so that it wouldn’t rain. Dolores 
hugged her back, staring out into the city below and focusing back on those three heartbeats 
again. She was determined to memorise her Tio 5 heartbeat, just like she’d memorised 
everyone else in the family. 


They were coming home. 


Bruno stared up at the sky as they entered the city, wide-eyed with wonder. It was beautiful, 
so much better than seeing them from a distance from his tower. 


They danced in the sky and he could still catch glimpses of those three coloured ones. 
Yellow, blue and green. 


Green. 
Seeing that did all sorts of strange things to his heart. 


Mirabel and Camilo were tugging him along excitedly, Camilo pointing out sights he must 
know from the times he’d snuck out. 


Suddenly there was a cheerful townsperson in front of them. 
“You just missed the main show!” he cried out. 


Lanterns were thrust into their hands and he urged them to join in as a few people gathered 
near a mosaic portrait of a man in the plaza. 


“We like to send some extra out,” he admitted as he shooed them along, apparently not 
recognising either of the kids. 


Then again, they were both a mess from everything that had happened. They hardly looked 
like royalty and they had their cloak hoods up, like Bruno had his ruana’s hood up. And if 
they barely left the castle, it would be harder for the people to recognise them. 


Before he knew it, he was in the middle of a small crowd with the kids on either side of him 
as everyone let their lanterns go. Bruno swallowed hard as he followed their example, 
hearing quiet prayers from everyone. 


Prayers for Mirabel and Camilo to be safe and to come home. 
And the same for him. For the Lost Prince. 
Even Mirabel and Camilo looked overwhelmed by the sheer care from the townspeople. 


“The search starts in two hours,” the guy that had dragged them into it told them. “If you 
want to join, they’ve extended the age limit to everyone over sixteen now. What with the... 
the Princess and Prince missing too.” He faltered, the joy in his eyes dimming before he 
forced a smile. “Just something to think on.” 


“I... I never knew they cared so much,” Mirabel whispered as they moved away from the 
crowd again. 


“They always cared,” Camilo murmured in response. 


Bruno swallowed hard. It was overwhelming and he found himself wondering how that 
woman could justify what she’d done. 


While this was a festival, there was clear grief on everyone’s faces. They watched the 
lanterns with hope even after forty-five years of nothing coming from this. 


Mirabel and Camilo took his hands and started leading him away from the plaza. Bruno 
looked up and studied the stunning palace that stood tall above the city. 


Casita. 
Home. 


“We’re coming Dolores,” Camilo whispered. “We’ll be home soon.” 


Up at the castle, a Princess smiled. 

Her attention was caught when she heard her name spoken with more fear and worry though. 
“Princess Dolores, nieta.” 

Abuelo? Her heart rate sped up. Why was he afraid? 


“You need to alert all the guards. The Lopez brothers are in the city. And they’re after Prince 
Camilo and Princess Mirabel. They- they’ve teamed up with a witch. She interrupted our 
fight. I think she’s the witch that took your Tio, Princess. She’s come to take him back.” 


Dolores’ eyes snapped open again. 


“Papa!” 


Taken 


Camilo was walking beside Bruno as they headed up the street. Mirabel, on the other hand, 
was running a little ahead of them, looking at the stalls and people with wonder. 


Bruno could feel his magic skittering under his skin, humming louder in his ears the closer 
they got to that castle. 


There was something there. 


He had a brief flash of a candle, glowing gold. His mama was holding it as she spoke quietly 
about someone special, the three of them listening avidly at her feet. 


Bruno tried to grab at the memory, to get more, but the purple magic swept the rest away. 
This was getting frustrating. All his memories were there, precious years he’d spent with his 
actual family. But he just... couldn’t reach them. 


He rubbed tiredly at his head and Camilo looked up at him in concern. Bruno just gave him a 
reassuring smile. 


A sudden cry snapped their attention back to Mirabel. She was clutching at her shoulder 
where an arrow was sticking out, blood starting to trickle out and down her back. 


“Mira!” Camilo called in alarm, moving to run towards her, but a large figure stepped in front 
of him and suddenly lifted the teen by his throat. 


People were screaming around them and running as the other thief moved towards where 
Mirabel was kneeling on the ground, gasping through the pain as she clutched at her 
shoulder. 


“No!” Bruno took a step forward before his entire body locked up. His eyes widened at the 
familiar feeling of magic coiling up his body and his vision washed out purple. 


“Oh Bruno,” she sighed, stepping up behind him. “You’ve been very bad while I was gone.” 


Part of him wanted to curl up in shame at the disappointment in her voice. But the rest of him 
was starting to get angry. Mirabel was crying as one guy grabbed her by the hair and 
Camilo’s struggles were getting weaker in the thief’s hold. 


These two were going to kill the kids, kill his family. And she was going to drag him off and 
wipe his memories again. So he wouldn’t even remember these sweet kids. 


No. 
He refused. 


His own magic roared to life and he heard her gasp as the paralysis broke and he collapsed to 
his knees, eyes blazing green and then purple as her magic fought his. 


“What did you do?” she hissed. More magic wrapped around him and it felt like he was 
drowning in it, but he stubbornly kept his own magic up. 


He couldn’t forget again. Not these kids. Not his hermanas. Not his mama. 


She made an irritated noise. “We’ll deal with that later,” she muttered. She turned her 
attention to the thieves now. “The crown is in the girl’s bag. So take her and give the boy to 
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me. 
Bruno’s breathing stuttered. What? No no no. What was she planning?! 


The thief holding Camilo scowled, but he threw the boy at her. Camilo gasped for breath 
when he was released, too dazed to fight as she caught him, leaning him against her chest. 


Bruno looked up in time to see her hand light up purple as she pressed it to Camilo’s head. 
The teen’s eyes flew open, a sickly purple invading the hazel-green colour. He tensed in her 
hold and Bruno knew exactly how he was feeling. The pain, the paralysis. The fear as you 
were suddenly completely helpless. 


She turned her head and smiled at the thieves. “Pleasure doing business with you.” 
While she was looking away, Bruno met Camilo’s eyes, seeing the fear and pain in them. 
Your magic. He mouthed the words, ignoring the escalating pain in his skull. Use your magic. 


Camilo’s eyes widened briefly before they flashed gold. It might not be enough to break 
through the paralysis when she was actively feeding into the spell, but maybe... it would be 
enough to protect Camilo’s memories. 


Bruno had a bad feeling about where this was going. 
Purple magic rose up around the three of them as she turned back to Bruno. 


“Time to go home mijo. After all this trouble, it’s only fair I get a nieto out of the deal.” She 
smiled at Bruno as the purple took over everything and he fell unconscious, seeing Camilo go 
limp as well. 


The last thing he heard before the magic dragged them away was Mirabel’s terrified voice. 
“Tio! Cami!” 

Mirabel could only watch helplessly as her Tio and primo were ripped away by that woman, 
purple magic wrapping around them all and disappearing. 


She let out a sob as the thief holding her by the hair dragged her up so she was balanced 
precariously on her knees. Her shoulder hurt so much that she couldn’t stop the tears. 


“You’ve led us on a merry chase little Princess,” he grumbled. “But it’s over now.” 


The other man approached with a sword drawn and she squeezed her eyes shut. She flinched 
at the sound of metal on metal and her eyes flew open at a very familiar voice. 


“T suggest you let go of mi sobrina,” Tio Felix growled and she sobbed at the sight of him, his 
sword drawn and blocking the blow aimed at her neck. 


Her Tio kicked the armed thief away before spinning and sending his sword into the other’s 
stomach before he could react. The man stumbled back and her Tio swept her up as the 
guards descended on the pair of outlaws. 


“Mira, Mira,” he murmured soothingly as she sobbed, setting her down a distance away and 
checking the arrow in her shoulder. “It’s okay. You’re okay.” 


“It’s not!” she sobbed. “She took Tio again. And this time she took Cami as well!” 


He told her to brace herself before pulling the arrow out and then hurriedly giving her some 
of her mama 5 food. 


“Yeah, well we’re getting them back now Mira,” he told her firmly. 

She blinked up at him through her tears. She’d never seen her Zio look so determined. 
“You know where she was keeping your Tio?” he asked. 

Mirabel nodded. She didn’t think she’d ever forget the location of that ivy. 


“Then we’re going now to get them back before she can move,” he told her firmly. “She 
thinks the Lopez brothers have killed you so she won’t be in an urgent hurry.” 


Mirabel’s attention was drawn past him and towards an astonishing sight. Dolores and Isabela 
stood there with four horses. 


“I know his heartbeat,” Dolores murmured. 


“And I’m pissed off,” Isabela growled, plants seething at her feet. “The witch wants a fight, 
she’s getting one.” 


Dolores nodded. “My Abuelo is the Captain of the Guard.” she rested her hand on the sword 
at her hip. “Of course I know how to fight.” 


Tio Felix nodded and hurriedly helped Mirabel onto one of the horses. Dolores and Isabela 
climbed onto theirs and Tio Felix looked at Mirabel seriously while the townspeople gathered 
around them, staring in awe. 


“You did the hard work, Mira. Now show us where they are, and we’ ll finish this.” 


Mirabel nodded, swallowing hard as she guided her horse towards the city gates. A rainstorm 
started up as they galloped through the forest but Tia Pepa must have been holding most of it 
back since there was no thunder or lightning and the rain didn’t really make travel harder. 


Mirabel thought of her family waiting back home, of her mama and Tia. 


This witch wasn’t going to hurt their family any longer. She wasn’t going to keep Tio Bruno 
and she wasn’t going to take Camilo. 


Now that they’d found her, it was time to fight back. 


My Little Family 


All Bruno could see was a clash of purple and green. His head throbbed and hurt so much it 
was enough to drive him to tears. 


What was going on? 

Why did it hurt so much? 

Something happened. Something very bad happened. What was it? 
“Stop fighting me!” the voice was frustrated. 

Madre? 


No. No she wasn’t. Because he had a mamá and it wasn’t this woman who took his memories 
and hid him away from the world. 


She’d taken him from his family before. And now, when he was so close to getting home, 
she’d done it again. 


“Just relax and let me help mijo. I'll make it all better,” she crooned. 
No. 


Because she’d take it away again. And he’d forget his mamá. He’d forget Pepa, who’d looked 
at him so desperately as she pleaded with him to come home in the vision. She’d make him 
forget Julieta again. And Mirabel and Camilo with their mischievous smiles and eagerness to 
help. He’d forget Carlos and his stories of the man that had made Pepa smile again. 


Bruno felt his magic surge higher than ever before and she let out a gasp, hands leaving his 
head and taking most of the pressure from the magic with her. 


He rolled over and pushed himself up weakly, realising he was on his bed in the tower again. 
Feeling dizzy and weak, Bruno looked up at her, at the woman that had kept him from his 
family for forty-five years and was still trying to. 


She gave him a disappointed glare. “Now, mijo, what have I told you about using your 
magic?” 


“You’re not my mama so fuck right off,” he snapped back, breathing ragged. 


His head hurt so much but he still had all those memories that he’d regained, wrapped up in a 
layer of green now. 


“Bruno!” she said sharply and he sat upright. 


“Don’t even try it. I know the truth. You kidnapped me from my home, from my family and 
lied for years. You kept me locked up in this tower so that no one would ever find me.” 


“I am your family!” she snapped back, a strange sort of hurt and desperation edging her 
words. “Mijo, P’ ve loved you your entire life! You’re my hijo.” 


“You stole me from my family,” he repeated, glaring at her. 


She clenched her hands into fists. “Alma had other children. She’d get over it,” she spat. “I 
deserved a child.” 


“You can’t just steal someone’s kid,” he said incredulously. “And get over it? Get over losing 
your child?! Are you out of your mind?!” 


“I deserved to have a part of Pedro after she stole him from me!” she shouted. 
Bruno fell silent, staring at her in bewilderment. “What are you talking about?” 


“That woman, she ruined everything. I’d been in love with Pedro for years and we were 
going to get married. So what if I used a little bit of magic to get him to notice me? He would 
have fallen for me just like I did for him. But no, Alma had to come along into town and 
destroy that all with her ‘true love’ bullshit, breaking my spell with barely more than a smile 
at my Pedro.” 


She clutched at her dress, shaking with fury. “They drove me out of Encanto after that. I had 
to watch from afar as he married her, as they had three beautiful children. And then he died.” 
Purple magic flickered in her eyes. “If I had been there he wouldn’t have died. I could have 
saved him. But instead, he died and I lost the man I’d loved for years.” 


She looked up and met Bruno’s eyes, and he shivered at the grief and possessiveness he saw 
there. 


“It was only fair that I got to keep a part of him after Alma let him die. So I took you, his 
only boy. My piece of Pedro. It was only fair! She had two daughters, she could move on.” 


“They didn’t,” Bruno whispered. “They still grieve me forty-five years later. You did that to 
them.” 


“T deserved a happy ending too!” 
“Not at the expense of others.” 


She seemed to be getting riled up at his arguments and stalked forward, fisting his hair and 
jerking his head up. His headache doubled as the purple magic poured back in before his own 
rose up and shoved it back. 


She made a sound of rage and slapped him, sending him falling back on the bed with a gasp. 


“Stop fighting me! We were happy! We can go back to that. And it’ll be even better. The boy 
is a Shapeshifter, he can look however we want. You can have a child mijo, to keep you 


company. I'll be an Abuela,” she smiled at the thought and Bruno’s gaze darted to the side 
where Camilo lay limp on the floor. 


“You can’t take him from his family!” 


“We are his family now mijo,” she told him sweetly. “My magic is wiping those troublesome 
memories and he’ll be the perfect hijo. You seemed attached and it’s just so perfect. Pedro’s 
only hijo and then his first nieto. It’s only fair. It’s right. So stop fighting me Bruno.” 


He flinched as purple crackled around her. 


“T’m not going to stop fighting!” he snapped back. “I don’t want any part of your sick 
fantasy.” His eyes darted back to Camilo and his heart twisted. “But let Cami go back, don’t 
take him away from his family. Don’t hurt them any more than you have. And- and I’II let 
you do what you want to me. Just let him go.” 


She pursed her lips and looked down at Camilo. That possessiveness was still clear in her 
eyes when she looked at his sobrino and it made Bruno sick. She didn’t want to let Camilo 


go. 


“PII think about it,” she said curtly. “I’m going to make dinner. You think on your behaviour 
mijo.” 


She turned and walked out the door, slamming and locking it behind her. Bruno waited a 
beat, listening to the sound of her footsteps getting fainter. Then he scrambled off the bed and 
dropped down next to Camilo. 


“Cami?” he whispered, lightly shaking his shoulder. 


Camilo shifted and turned his head. “She sounds like a delusional bitch,” he whispered, 
opening his eyes. They were a mess of gold and purple and Bruno let out a shaky breath. 
Camilo must have understood what he meant. He was using his magic to keep hers at bay. He 
didn’t think that she’d noticed yet. 


“You were playing dead?” he asked in weak amusement. 


Camilo gave him a shaky smile as Bruno helped him sit up. The kid winced and reached up 
to press against his head. 


“You’ve been dealing with this the whole trip?” he asked quietly. 
“It’s worse when she’s nearby,” he admitted. 

He tugged Camilo into a hug and let the boy sag against him. 
“She’s crazy,” Camilo whispered. “Pieces of Abuelo? That’s nuts.” 


Bruno nodded in agreement. 


“But you are not sacrificing yourself,” his sobrino said sharply. “We’re both getting home 
Tio. Mamás waiting. ” 


Bruno took a deep breath. He didn’t want to cause the family more pain. But he would stay 
with her if that guaranteed Camilo’s safe return. 


“T need a pin or something,” Camilo mumbled. 
“Why?” Bruno asked in confusion. 

“To pick the lock.” 

“where did you learn to pick locks?” 

“I made friends when I snuck out of the castle.” 
“Of course you did,” Bruno sighed. 


Camilo just grinned up at him. 


Battle 


Mirabel pointed out the curtain of ivy in relief and they all urged their horses through. 


“I hear them,” Dolores murmured, eyes bright. “I hear their heartbeats. The witch is in there 
too.” 


They all looked up at the tower. 
“You climbed that didn’t you?” Isabela asked in exasperation. 
“maybe...” Mirabel looked away. 


Dolores suddenly leaned forward. “They’re arguing. Tio and Cami got out of the room and 
she’s shouting at them. Cami’s scared and I think she’s hurting them somehow.” 


“Okay, you know what, screw this.” Isabela dropped to the ground and started to walk 
towards the tower. 


She raised her hands on either side of her and enormous vines erupted from the ground. 


“T’m bringing them to us.” 


Bruno had put himself between Camilo and the witch, his sobrino clutching the back of his 
ruana and hissing in pain as her magic got stronger with her anger. 


“Will you two just stop fighting me?!” she demanded. “We’ll be a happy family! It'll be 
perfect! Now just stop fighting!” 


A wave of purple flooded over them and Camilo cried out in pain while Bruno’s knees 
buckled. The pain made his head swim. It hurt it hurt it hurt- 


The tower shuddered around them and the witch snapped her head up, the pressure in Bruno’s 
mind dimming again and letting him breathe. Camilo sagged against his back, breathing 
raggedly. 


“What?” the witch whispered before vines burst through the floor. 


Bruno yelped as the plants wrapped around his waist while the floor crumbled underneath 
them. 


“Isa?” Camilo breathed behind him. 


The entire tower was coming down, falling to pieces around them as the plants ripped it 
apart. The witch shrieked with anger before vanishing in a flash of purple light. 


Camilo let out a breathless laugh as the vines carried them out of the collapsing building 
before depositing them on the soft grass outside. Bruno blinked up at the sky, rain falling on 
his face. 


Strangely enough, it felt like tears. 
“Papa!” Camilo cried behind him and Bruno’s head snapped to the side. 


There was a woman close by, glaring at the tower as the vines crushed it into powder. Kinda 
terrifying. 


And approaching quickly now was a man that looked like a younger Carlos. Another woman 
was with him and behind them was- 


“Mirabel,” he whispered in relief. She was okay. 
The girl looked on the verge of tears. “Tio! Cami!” 


Suddenly, the girl in yellow and red narrowed her eyes and drew her sword, turning and 
blocking a blow from the witch as she appeared behind them with a dagger. 


“Heard you,” she whispered and the witch scowled. 


The man that could only be Felix, turned with his own sword drawn and she barely blocked 
the blow with her magic. 


“Do you really think you can take me on? With your swords?” she sneered as Mirabel raced 
over to them and the other woman stood between them and the fight. 


Felix scoffed. “Listen lady, I spar with my wife who wields lightning bolts as easily as 
breathing. I spar with my niños, one who can hear every micro move you make and prepare 
for it and the other who can shapeshift and move as fluidly as water. I spar with my sobrinas, 
one of whom can cleave a blade in half with one swing and the other who just crushed your 
tower by waving her hands. And you’re trying to tell me that you’re a bigger threat? Not 
likely.” 


The witch made an angry noise and flashed away again. She lifted an arm and purple tendrils 
filled the air around her before racing towards Felix. 


They were met by vines at every angle, the woman standing near Bruno having lifted her 
arms again. 


Felix grinned and raced forward towards the shocked witch to engage in battle again. The 
woman who’d been next to him fell back towards them. 


“Nice work Isabela,” she murmured. 


Isabela smirked. “What do you hear Dolores?” 


“She’s straining. Keeping up the magic and fighting papá is too much for her to focus on. 
Keep up the pressure.” 


Isabela nodded. 
“You two are still terrifying,” Mirabel muttered. 
“Gracias,” they both said at the same time. 


“Hey when you can’t leave the castle, you find hobbies. And our family just happened to 
learn how to fight,” Isabela said with a wicked grin on her face as her vines surged forward. 


Dolores suddenly turned and tossed something to Camilo who caught it with a small grin. 
“Can’t believe you left without your dagger,” she huffed. 


She frowned when she got a better look at his eyes which were still a clash of gold and 
purple. Her gaze flicked over to Bruno who was gaping at the pair of them. He knew his own 
eyes were a mix of purple and green. 


And then Mirabel knocked him over with a hug, reaching out to drag Camilo into it as well as 
he laughed. 


“You guys are okay! You are okay right? Your eyes...” she sat up and fretted and Bruno 
smiled, so relieved she was alright. 


“Our magic’s keeping hers at bay. We’re okay for now,” he promised. “And you? You got 
shot...” 


She waved him off. “Tio Felix saved me. He had some of mamá s food with him. I’m fine.” 
“Papa is livid,” Camilo whispered, watching the fight in awe. 
“Of course he is. She touched our family,” Dolores said firmly. 


She abruptly moved at the same time that Felix cursed, swinging her sword down and slicing 
clean through the witch’s wrist as she reached for Camilo, having appeared behind them. 


Camilo reacted as well, twisting and driving his dagger into her upper thigh. 


She screamed and Bruno’s eyes widened as they were all blasted back by a wave of purple 
magic. 


His vision was swimming again as he landed on his back, groaning. Felix was running back 
towards them. Camilo and Mirabel had been knocked down near him and from the way 
Camilo was shaking his headache must have spiked as well. Dolores and Isabela were just 
picking themselves up as the witch glared at them hatefully. 


“I won’t lose what’s mine,” she snarled, purple magic expanding out from her. “Not again!” 


Isabela blocked most of the magic with her plants but she was struggling this time, the 
witch’s magic growing stronger in her desperation and rage. 


“They’re mine!” Bruno flinched as the magic in his head roared and Camilo cried out. 


He squinted his eyes open in time to catch sight of lightning flickering through the clouds as 
his vision tinted purple again. 


He felt like she was going to rip his mind apart at this rate. 
“Cami? Cami breathe!” Dolores frantically begged, pulling the boy close to her. 
“Tio?” Mirabel appeared in his vision, worried and upset. 


All the other colours were washed away by the purple now and there were only flickers of 
green here and there. He couldn’t think. He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t- 


Thunder crashed as lightning split the sky above them. Bruno’s breathing caught in his throat 
as he watched the display. 


Mirabel looked up and her eyes widened. 
“Get the fuck away from my family!” 


The voice was both familiar and not. He’d last heard it in person forty-five years ago, 
otherwise only hearing it in a vision recently. 


Bruno twisted his aching head as magic flooded the clearing, buzzing in the air around them 
and making his own magic flare up again. 


Pepa Madrigal dropped down from her horse, eyes molten gold and magic crackling around 
her. She looked more like an avenging Queen than a Princess at the moment. 


“Mamá, ” Camilo whispered in relief. A quick glance at the boy showed that his own eyes 
were glowing more gold than purple now. 


The heavy magic in the air that hummed alongside his own wrapped around them, drove the 
witch’s magic off. It was warm and familiar and- 


It felt like home. 


Pepa 


Pepa glared at the witch, at the monster that had ripped her family apart. Her magic 
thrummed through her entire body in a way it hadn’t since she opened her door for the first 
time. 


This bitch had taken her hermanito, had hidden him away for decades. And then when he was 
so close to returning home, she’d stolen him away again. 


And taken her Cami as well. 


The fear Pepa had felt when Dolores called for Felix had matched that night, when her 
hermano was stolen away. 


They were so close to being whole again. 


She’d practically drowned in that fear as her hija and sobrina had followed after Felix, 
stepping out of Casita despite their Abuela 5 fearful cries to stay. 


Pepa had stood with her hermana, staring out at the city while Julieta healed Carlos. He’d 
been injured when the witch interrupted his fight with the Lopez brothers. 
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“Lo siento Princess, ” he sounded anguished. “I couldnt stop them.’ 


“You did what you could Carlos,” Julieta soothed. She was always somehow able to draw up 
a calm that eased those around her. 


Pepa stared off into the distance. Her husband and hija were out there, alongside two of her 
sobrinas, racing off to try and save her hijo and hermano from this witch who hurt their 
family again and again. 


Julieta turned to comfort their mama who was beside herself to have family missing, to have 
family taken again. Agustin was comforting Antonio who kept asking where Dolores was. 
Luisa had taken command of the guards, sweeping the city for more danger. 


She wasn t needed here. They had it handled. 
“I’m going after them, ” she spoke up, startling the family. 
“Pepa, no!” Mama pleaded and Pepa crouched down next to her chair, taking her hand. 


“Mama, you ’ve protected us for years. But it’s time I stepped up, ” she murmured. “I cant sit 
aside. I’m not a child anymore. And that woman took my hijo. I’m going to get both Camilo 
and Bruno back. ” 


Saying his name without the grief that tainted it was thrilling and she didn t want to lose it. 


Her mama stared at her with a pained expression. 
“Mija...” 


“TIl be alright mamá, ” she promised. “Carlos taught me to defend myself. He taught most of 
us to. IIl come home and I'll bring them all with me.” 


She stared up at Pepa for a moment longer before squeezing her hand. “Ay, mija... Bruno 
may have inherited your papá’s looks, and Juli his kind heart. But you got his fire mi 
huracán. ” 


Pepa 5 breathing caught at the words and her mama’s shaky smile. She let go of Pepas 
hands. 


“Go. 33 


And Pepa was off, racing through the castle like the lightning she controlled. She felt her 
magic rising, almost burning under her skin. 


It wanted out. 

It wanted to punish the person who’d done this to her family. 

She startled the guards as Casita threw the front doors open for her. 
“Get me a horse,” she demanded, stalking down the stairs. 


Rain still fell from the sky but she could feel the potential. It was ready to become a 
thunderstorm. To become a hurricane. 


Whatever she needed. 


One wide-eyed guard brought her a horse and she murmured a thank you as she pulled 
herself up into the saddle. 


“Watch out for the storm,” she warned before sending the horse off into a gallop out the 
castle gates. 


People gasped and cried out in shock as she raced past, her red hair an easily identifying 
feature. She didn t pause though, urging her horse on through the gates of the city. 


Part of her wondered how she was going to find them. 
The rest of her just knew. 


Her crown hummed with power and when she closed her eyes she could almost see the 
energy leading the way. 


They were connected. They’d always been connected but something had smothered it for so 
long. 


Her hermanito had been right there though, his magic buzzing on the edges of her senses. It 
was awake and alive and practically a beacon to her now. 


Her magic coiled tighter and tighter in her chest as she rode deeper into the night. The wind 
suddenly surged and a curtain of ivy swept to the side. Pepa turned sharply and rode through 
the hidden entrance. 


What could hide from the wind after all? 


Her eyes narrowed as she took in the sight of the clearing. Isabela was fighting to match the 
witch s purple magic in the air while Felix tried to reach her through the waves of magic. 


The witch herself looked ragged, one arm pressed to her dress to staunch the flow of blood 
from the stump that used to be her hand. She looked crazed, desperation the only thing still 
fuelling her magic. 


A little further away, Dolores held Camilo to her as purple curled around his body. Beside 
them, Mirabel was leaning over another figure in green, also surrounded by purple. 


Her breathing caught in her throat. 
Bruno. 
And this witch was hurting him. And Camilo. 


Something snapped in Pepa and her magic roared, the thunder echoing it as lightning split 
the sky. 


“Get the fuck away from my family!” 


Her magic flooded the clearing, clashing against the purple light and pushing it back, 
helping Isabela s vines. It curled around her family, chasing off those vile scraps of magic 
that were still hurting her baby and her hermanito. 


Everyone twisted to look at her as she dropped down to the ground, stalking forward, her 
magic roaring in her ears. 


Felix’s smile was fierce and Isabela smirked. Dolores smiled in relief and Mirabel looked like 
she might cry. 


“Mama, ” Camilo whispered, his eyes a clash of gold and purple. 

Wide green-purple eyes stared at her and Pepa 5 magic soared. 

Pepa stalked forward, magic pushing back at the witch’s. Felix fell back to her side as she got 
closer. 


“Isabela, protect the others,” Pepa ordered and her sobrina nodded, falling back to join 
Dolores and Mirabel in taking care of Camilo and Bruno. 


Pepa turned burning eyes on the witch in front of them. She was panting and pale, but her 
magic still writhed in the air. She wasn’t ready to give up. 


That was fine. Pepa was only starting. 


“You ripped my family apart,” she snarled, taking a step forward and pushing those purple 
tendrils back as well. The wind howled her rage and a proper thunderstorm crashed above 
them. “You made us suffer for years, made my mama terrified of us setting foot outside our 
home. You made us grieve my hermanito, made my kingdom grieve for their missing Prince. 
You took him from us.” Her hand clenched into a fist. “And I’m going to make you pay for 
that.” 


“I deserved my piece of Pedro after Alma stole him from me!” The witch shouted. There 
were sounds of confusion from the rest of the family but Pepa didn’t care. 


“I don’t care about your justifications. I don’t care about your reasons. I don’t care.” She 
lifted a hand and the storm crashed down harder. “I’m still going to make you suffer.” 


Felix shot past her and attacked the witch. She tried to block but Pepa shattered her barrier 
with lightning. 


She had to resort to teleporting away but who could hide from the wind? Pepa directed her 
husband with a guiding breeze and he smiled as he relentlessly chased the witch down across 
the clearing. 


It would come down to who’s magic lasted the longest. Pepa’s or hers. She had experience, 
but Pepa had raw power. 


Hers was fuelled by desperation. Pepa’s by rage. 


Pepa refused to lose. 


Connected 


Mirabel watched the fight with wide eyes. Her Tia was awe-inspiring and she and Tio Felix 
worked in perfect unison. Isabela had her plants up and ready to defend and Dolores was 
listening closely to the witch’s movements. 


Camilo and Bruno had managed to push themselves upright although they both seemed to be 
in pain and their eyes were still flashing between two colours. 


She startled as something hummed against her side and looked down. 
Her bag. She was still carrying her bag. 
And inside... 


Her eyes widened and flashed back to her Tia who stood tall and proud with a crown that was 
almost blazing with power. 


The crown. 


She reached into the bag hurriedly and pulled it out. Somehow this thing hadn’t been 
damaged despite all the trouble it had been dragged through. It looked as pristine as it had 
been in its case in Casita. 


Mirabel turned to her Tio and pressed it into his hands. It was already glowing the moment he 
made contact with it. Isabela and Dolores turned when they heard her speak. 


“It helped last time Tio,” she urged. Maybe it would take away that pained look on his face. 


He hesitated briefly, staring at the crown, glancing at the matching one with yellow stones 
that burned on Jia ï head. 


“It’s yours,” she reminded in a whisper. “Nothing the witch does can change that.” 


Despite everything, he quirked a small smile at her. And raised the crown to put on his head. 
Mirabel thought that it looked much better there than in its case. 


Her Tio gasped right before his eyes blazed green and the crown lit up as brightly as Tia s 
was. 


Back in Encanto, Julieta’s head snapped to the side as her crown lit up a brilliant, shining 
blue. She covered her mouth as tears sprang to her eyes, sensing a magic that had been absent 
from her life for forty-five years. 


Pepa felt it like a puzzle piece clicking into place. Her hermana s magic glowed a comforting 
blue at the back of her mind like usual. Her own yellow danced across her thoughts like 


flickers of lightning. 
And now green flooded back into a space that had been empty for so long. 
She let out a joy-filled laugh. 


She felt whole again. 


The blue and yellow that flooded in wiped the purple away and mingled with his own magic 
like long-lost friends. The blue soothed and healed scars he hadn’t even realised the witch’s 
magic had left behind. The yellow lashed out at any scraps of purple that tried to hold on, 
vaporising them. 


And his mind felt like his own. He felt free and the memories crashed down on him. 
Playing with his hermanas in Casita and driving the poor guards to tear their hair out. 


Nights spent listening to his mama tell them stories about their papá and how Encanto came 
to be. 


Watching the candle that had saved their kingdom from a traitor who wanted more power. 


He remembered her telling them the story of the witch who had ensnared their papa in a 
spell, to force him to marry her. And how it had been the true love between them that had 
broken the spell. Papá had banished the witch and it was her father that tried to betray them 
in revenge since his daughter didn’t get the throne. The man had tried to kill the triplets and 
their papá had protected them, losing his life and sparking their magical candle instead. It 
had thrown the man from their home, bringing their beautiful castle to life and raising the 
mountains around their kingdom, making invasions nearly impossible. 


He remembered. 


Bruno’s eyes flared green and he saw the witch flash behind him with the last pieces of her 
power, intending to take at least one of her targets with her if she couldn’t have both. She 
reached out to grab him, but he wasn’t afraid. 


Because his hermanas saw it too. 


A flash of blue blocked the magic she used to try and paralyse him again and Pepa turned and 
stretched out her arm in the direction of the witch, expression grim and final. 


The lightning that struck her was blazing hot, warming Bruno’s face as he turned his head 
away to protect his eyes. 


The soft thump of the witch’s body hitting the ground seemed to echo in the sudden silence. 
Camilo let out a soft gasp as the purple vanished from his eyes, drifting away from his head 
like mist as it disappeared. He blinked a few times, eyes fully gold, before he let go of his 
magic and they changed back to hazel-green. He slumped in Dolores’ arms in relief and 
exhaustion and she held him close. 


“It’s over?” Isabela asked, staring at the body behind Bruno. 

He turned to look, finding the witch staring up at the sky with sightless eyes. 

“No pulse. No heartbeat,” Dolores whispered. “She’s dead.” 

Relief flooded through Bruno at those words. She couldn’t hurt him or his family again. 


He felt a flare of magic then and hurriedly turned, scrambling to his feet just as Pepa 
slammed into him. He wrapped his arms around her as she held him tightly, burying his face 
in her shoulder. 


Pepa. Pepa who was all rain and rainbows, clouds and sunshine. His hermana. She was here, 
in his arms. 


“Brunito,” she sobbed, pressing her face into his hair. 

She was still taller than him. 

“Pepa,” he breathed. He wanted to repeat the name over and over, he didn’t want to let go. 
His memories of her flooded him and he squeezed his eyes shut against the tears. 

Pepa, who loved to dance. 

Pepa, who was the first to suggest that they break the rules. 

Pepa, who always had a smile for him when he was feeling sad about something. 


“Pepa,” he almost sobbed this time, overwhelmed by the memories and the fact that she was 
here, in his arms. Real and... and... here. 


He felt her slide her hand into his hair while the other held him close. “I’ve got you 
hermanito,” she whispered. “I’ve got you back and I’m not letting go again.” 


He let out a shuddering breath and burrowed deeper into the hug. 


He could hear the others around them, Felix checking on Camilo and Isabela fretting over 
Mirabel. 


They were his family. 
He had so many introductions to get through. 


Pepa seemed to think the same as she finally, reluctantly, pulled back. She immediately 
reached up to cup his face and just look at him though. She was smiling now, her eyes back to 
their normal green. The same green they shared. 


“Mi hermanito,” she whispered. 


“By four minutes,” he answered, the old argument ready despite the decades since it was last 
used. 


Pepa laughed and pressed their foreheads together. “You’ll always be mi hermanito. My 
Brunito. Oh, you’re back,” she teared up. “You’re back.” 


“I’m back,” he whispered in response. 
“You remember?” Mirabel asked hopefully, interrupting the reunion. 
Bruno turned to look at her, finding them all staring at the pair. 


“Uh, si,” he reached up to rub the back of his neck nervously. “The magic’s gone and all my 
memories just sort of flooded back.” 


Pepa frowned. “Your memories?” 
Bruno grimaced. 


“The witch took them,” Camilo piped up. “She made him forget who he was. We didn’t even 
know until partway into our trip back.” 


“Sí, Rico,” Mirabel said pointedly. 

“You have no leg to stand on,” he said immediately. “You used your nicknames.” 

Pepa suddenly yanked him back into a hug. 

“She took your memories?” 

“Si, ” he murmured. “I- I didn’t know who I was.” 

She brushed a hand through his hair and he practically melted into the familiar affection. 
“T saw them every year,” he found himself saying. 

Pepa made an inquisitive noise. 

“The lanterns.” 

Now she pulled back again, hands on his shoulders and looking him in the eyes. 

Bruno looked up and smiled at the now clear sky. And a sight he’d seen for forty-five years. 


“Every year, they passed by here,” he pointed up and they all looked up, breath catching in 
their throats as they saw the trail of lanterns passing by now that the storm was over. Not as 
many had survived thanks to the wind and rain, but enough did. 


“I saw them every year,” he repeated. “And I wanted to see them up close. That’s why I went 
with Mira and Cami in the beginning.” 


There were tears trailing down Pepa’s cheeks now and Bruno smiled. 


“They called me home.” 


Reunions 


After Pepa hugged the life out of him again, she turned him to face the others, keeping her 
hands on his shoulders. 


"It's long past time for introductions," she murmured. 
"I got a summary from the kids, but, yeah," he agreed. 
Proper introductions would be nice. 


"This is Felix, my husband," she gestured at the man and Bruno found himself hauled into a 
bear hug before he could blink. 


"It's good to finally meet you," he told Bruno genuinely. 


Bruno gave him a nervous smile. "You too. Carlos... told me about you." Worry flickered 
across his face. "Is he alright? Last we saw him, he was fighting those thieves." 


"Si, papá is fine," he assured. "That witch got the drop on him and that allowed them to 
escape. He only had minor injuries." 


Bruno, and the kids, all relaxed at that news and Pepa continued with the introductions. 
"This is our hija, Dolores. She's our oldest, twenty-one this year." 

The woman gave him a sweet smile and a quiet greeting. 

He'd seen her handle that sword. He wasn't fooled. 


"Then you already know my middle child, Camilo. The origin of every single one of my grey 
hairs." 


Camilo gave them a sheepish smile. 

"Then Isabela. She's Julieta’s oldest." 

"You are terrifying," he told her genuinely, making her laugh in surprise. 

"And then Mirabel, Julieta's youngest. Also the source of all of Juli's grey hairs." 


"I'm feeling more vindicated in my fears over them giving me a heart attack these last few 
days," he admitted. 


"We weren't that bad Tio," Mirabel huffed. 


"One, I met you when you climbed my tower with no rope because you were running from 
thieves that you riled up with bees. Two, you befriended an entire tavern of thugs. Three, the 


dam." They grimaced at that one. "Four, Mirabel almost ate poison berries and Camilo 
wouldn't get out of the apple tree." 


The pair glanced at each other and shrugged. 

Pepa dropped her head to thud against his shoulder. 

"Dios mio," she muttered to herself in exasperation. 

"I'm sorry, tavern? Thugs?!" Isabela's voice went up in pitch. 


"To be fair they can charm just about anyone," Bruno admitted. "The thugs were very nice 
and helped us escape." 


"We're talking about this when we get home," Pepa pointed threateningly at the pair and they 
both grimaced again. 


Yeah, they were so grounded. 

"I just want to go home," Mirabel admitted. "I think I'm done with adventures for a while." 
Camilo nodded in agreement. 

Pepa softened a bit. They both looked exhausted. 

"We're going home now. All of us," she assured them. 

Camilo stepped forward and let her wrap him in a hug, sinking into it. 

Home... 


Bruno glanced back at the destroyed tower. He'd spent forty-five years calling that place 
home, never knowing better. 


A small tower-top where he was alone with his rats a lot. With a woman who claimed to love 
him but who more wanted to own him. 


"Bruno?" 


He turned back to his hermana, away from what remained of the tower. She was holding her 
hand out to him and he didn't hesitate to take it, feeling a weight fall from his shoulders as 
they started to walk towards the horses. 


After a bit of talking they agreed that Camilo would ride with Pepa and Bruno would share 
Mirabel's horse. 


"Was there anything you wanted to take?" Pepa asked him before they left. 
Bruno didn't glance back at the wreckage this time. 


"No. There's nothing back there for me." 


She smiled warmly at him and he returned it. They guided the horses out of the clearing and 
through the curtain of ivy and then they turned back towards Encanto. 


Home. 


Mirabel turned her head to beam up at him, eyes sparkling with joy. Camilo had closed his 
eyes, leaning back against his mama as she whispered quietly to him. Felix rode ahead of 
them, still very clearly on alert while Isabela and Dolores rode behind them. 


He was practically surrounded by family and he loved it. 


The ride back to Encanto was peaceful and he let out a quiet breath of relief when he saw the 
city gates. 


People were still out, huddled in groups and whispering furiously among themselves when 
they re-entered the city. 


Quiet fell before more hushed whispers started up as Felix led the way back through the 
streets and up to the castle. 


"Princess Pepa?" 

"They found Prince Camilo and Princess Mirabel!" 
"Isn't that Princess Dolores?" 

"That's Princess Isabela isn't it? 

"That crown... it's him." 


The last awed whisper caught Bruno's attention and he realised that he was still wearing his 
crown. 


The glowing jewels were a dead giveaway. 
He tensed a little as the whispers spread and he felt all the eyes turning to him. 
"It's okay Tio," Mirabel whispered. "They're happy. They're really happy that you're back." 


He chanced a glance at the people to see the beaming smiles spreading through the crowd as 
the news raced out. He saw people burst into tears and some crane their heads to get a glance 
of the group as they rode past. 


They were glad that he was found. He tried to relax his shoulders but this was going to take a 
while to get used to. 


He wasn't used to being stared at like this. He wasn't really used to people, period. 
The castle rose high above them and Bruno's breath caught as they got closer. 


His magic hummed. 


Julieta. She was waiting for them. 


They rode through the castle gates to sighs of relief from the guards and exclamations of 
shock. 


As they were dismounting from their horses, the palace doors flew open and a woman in blue 
hurried down the steps. 


"Mamá!" Mirabel called as she barrelled into her arms. 
Julieta. 
Kind, warm Julieta who could get them to settle down and relax after a long day of playing. 


Julieta who was older by ten minutes and took that as proof that she had to be the responsible 
one, fussing over them and bossing them around. 


Julieta, his hermana. 


Pepa came up beside Bruno as Isabela hugged Julieta as well before tugging Mirabel with her 
to the side. 


Familiar brown eyes landed on him and she gasped. 
Julieta took a shaky step towards them. 
"Bruno?" She breathed. 


He was feeling a little shaky himself. He hadn't seen Julieta at all. At least he'd seen Pepa in 
that strange vision. 


"Juli," he whispered. 
She took hesitating steps closer, her eyes never leaving him. 


Finally, she stood in front of him, tears in her eyes as she reached out to touch his cheek with 
a shaking hand. 


"Bruno," her voice broke. "Hermanito." 


He let out a shuddering sigh as she finally pulled him into a hug, holding him tight and close. 
Her hugs had always been warm, always made him feel so safe, so loved. 


"You're home," she sobbed. "You're okay, you're home." 
He wound his own arms around her and held on tight. 
"I'm home," he whispered back. 


She cried into his shoulder, body shaking with sobs. 


"He's home Juli," Pepa whispered, tears in her voice as well. "We're whole again." 


Her words summed up what he was feeling pretty accurately. It was like pieces has been 
missing but now that he was back with his hermanas, those pieces had slotted back into 
place. 


They were parts of a whole and as Pepa joined the hug, their magic burned brightly. 


"Whoa that's bright," Camilo muttered and they pulled apart to find that their crowns were 
blazing again. 


"That's definitely new," Pepa said and Juli let out a breathless laugh. She was holding tight to 
Bruno's hand while Pepa had hers resting on his shoulder. 


The contact helped ground Bruno and he smiled at them both. 
"Your hair is a mess," Julieta fussed, drawing a soft laugh from him. 
Pepa beamed at the sound. 


Bruno glanced up when he heard more people arriving. Carlos was there, greeting Felix and 
checking Camilo over while the boy clung to him in a hug. 


There was a tall woman who was sobbing as she hugged Mirabel, having quite literally lifted 
her off the ground. 


A little boy came careening through the doors, demanding hugs from Mirabel and Camilo 
and telling them that they weren't allowed to leave him ever again. 


Another man with glasses was checking on Isabela and Mirabel with relief in his eyes. 
Bruno's breathing caught at the sight of the next person leaving the castle. 

"Mama," he breathed quietly. 

His mama who had told him stories to help him sleep. 

Who sang softly to him to calm him when he was upset. 

Who had sounded so scared when that witch took him away. 


Pepa nudged him and Juli gave him a shaky smile as they started to draw him over to where 
she'd frozen, staring at him. 


Mama. 


The title was right for her, when it had felt so wrong for that woman even after she'd wiped 
his memories. 


"Bruno?" She whispered. 


He swallowed back tears. His hermanas stood on either side of him as the Queen took a step 
closer, one shaking hand coming up to cup his cheek. 


He leaned into the contact and she sobbed. 
"Ay Brunito. You look so much like your papá," she whispered. 


After everything, that was what broke Bruno. A sob caught in his throat and his mama pulled 
him close, running her hand through his hair as she whispered soothingly in his ear. 


"Mijo," she murmured and it sounded so right when she said it. 
"Mama..." 


For the first time in forty-five years, the world felt right again. 


Dolores 


Flashes of purple. 

A hand in his hair, possessive and controlling. 
"Did you really think you could get away?" 
Bruno woke with a gasp. 


For a moment he was disoriented. He wasn't in his room in the tower. He wasn't asleep on the 
ground with Mira and Cami on either side of him. 


The bed was soft under him and a soft green light filled the room. He relaxed as he 
remembered what had happened. 


The witch was dead. Pepa had made sure of that. He'd returned to Encanto with his hermana 
and reunited with the rest of his family. With Juli and his mama. 


He'd met the rest of the family, met Juli's husband Agustin and her other daughter Luisa who 
hugged him while sobbing. 


He’d met little Antonio, Pepa’s youngest, who positively beamed when he was told who 
Bruno was. 


Despite how much he wanted to spend time with his family again, to find out what he’d 
missed and to get to know the new members, he’d been exhausted. By the time everyone was 
introduced, he’d barely been standing under his own power, leaning heavily on Pepa. Camilo 
and Mirabel were no better. 


Everyone had reluctantly agreed that it was best to go to bed. Bruno hadnt missed the orders 
for the patrols to double or the way his mama quietly asked Casita to keep everyone safe. 


He understood her fear whole-heartedly. He was reluctant to let them all out of his sight as 
well. 


But he was flat-out exhausted and there was no getting around the fact that he needed to rest. 


He’d still summoned up a warm smile when the castle excitedly greeted him with clattering 
stones and waving windows. 


The family had slowly peeled away to head to their own rooms until it was just the triplets 
and their mama walking. 


They passed Pepa’ and Julis doors and then there was his. He cocked his head when he saw 
it glowing dimmer than he remembered. 


“Your door went dark when she took you, ” Pepa whispered, gripping his arm. 
Bruno squinted for a moment. 


“I think I saw it,” he admitted. “If my visions even hinted at who I was, she made me forget 
them and one of them... I think I saw Juli standing in front of my door... ” 


Julieta reached out and squeezed his hand. 


“When I saw you, in that vision, your door lit up again. It was practically blazing, ” Pepa 
continued. 


“T’'d forgotten the crown was on my head,” he admitted sheepishly. “Camilo put it on me 
since it helped keep her magic at bay. I was trying to... to figure things out. Because I was 
remembering things that I didn t... Cami and Mira were sparking memories. I thought a 
vision would solve it, would show me an answer or something. Instead... it showed me you 
Pepa.” 


She rested her head on his shoulder as they all stood in front of the dimly glowing door. 
“I guess that was the answer I needed since I recognised you, ” he murmured. 


“Well get the full story in the morning,” Julieta said gently when he swayed a little too far to 
the side. “You’re exhausted Brunito.” 
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“You look like you re about to fall over,” mamá agreed worriedly. 


Bruno hummed softly. “Used a lot of magic,” he admitted. 


He took a deep breath and straightened up. Pepa and Juli reluctantly let go of him as he 
reached for the doorknob. 


And the door blazed once more. 


Bruno was startled out of his thoughts by a soft knock on his door. He looked across the large 
room in surprise. His room was much bigger than the one he’d grown up in at the tower and 
there was actually a window that he could look out of. The floor was covered in a soft carpet 
and the walls glimmered green and gold. 


“Uh, come in?” he called uncertainly. 


There was a pause before the door opened. Dolores smiled shyly at him, clasping her hands 
in front of her while Casita closed the door behind her. 


“Lo siento,” she murmured, so soft-spoken he might have been fooled into thinking that she 
was the typical demure Princess. He’d seen her fight though and he knew that the woman in 
front of him had inherited all of Pepa’s fire. “I heard you wake up and you sounded... upset 
for a moment. I was worried.” 


His heart melted a bit at that. These sobrinos and sobrinas of his were going to have him 
wrapped around their fingers in no time. 


“I’m fine,” he reassured her. “Just a dream.” 


She hummed, moving closer and surprising Bruno by kneeling down next to his bed. He 
looked down at her in confusion. 


“She’s dead,” Dolores told him bluntly. “No heartbeat. No breathing. No pulse. Nothing. You 
can’t fake that Tio.” 


His breathing hitched a bit as Dolores gave him that small smile again. 
“She’s gone.” 


A tension he hadn’t even known he’d been holding drained out of him and he huffed a quiet 
laugh. 


“I’m never going to be able to lie to you, am I?” 

“No,” she told him, her tone still calm and serene. “Better to not even try.” 
He snorted. “I see you got Pepa’s confidence.” 

Her smile widened a little. “And all of us got mamá ï stubbornness.” 

He choked on another laugh. “Dios mio, I’m doomed.” 

Dolores let out a soft laugh. 


It took him a beat to realise that she was fully dressed and ready for the day. A glance out the 
window showed that the sun was high in the sky already. 


“How late did I sleep?!” he yelped, clutching at the blanket as anxiety flooded him. 
She’d never liked it when he slept in. 
He blinked back to the present when a gentle hand landed on top of his. 


“It’s okay Tio,” she soothed. “Everyone thought it would be better to let you sleep. Cami and 
Mira are still asleep as well.” 


He relaxed a bit at her calm words. She tilted her head slightly. 


“Mama and papa are walking in the gardens. Tia is baking. Isabela is trying to create a flower 
she saw when we were outside. Luisa is with Abuelo Carlos. Tio Agustin is entertaining 
Antonio. Abuela is in the library.” 


He relaxed more and more as she spoke, telling him that everyone was okay and going about 
their lives. 


Not upset that he’d slept half the day away. 
She squeezed his hand gently again. 


“You’re safe with family Tio,” she murmured. “No one would care if you slept all day. 
Everyone’s just happy you’re finally home.” 


He let out a shuddering breath. “Lo siento...” 
“No apology needed Tio,” she assured. 


She closed her eyes and seemed to listen for a moment before nodding to herself in 
satisfaction. 


“Tt’s right. It never sounded right before. But it sounds right now.” 
“What does?” he asked curiously. 


“The heartbeats.” She looked back at him, brown eyes as intense as Pepa’s green could be. 
“There was one missing. But it’s right now. It’s a melody of its own and it’s not out of tune 
anymore.” 


His breathing hitched for a moment again. This girl was going to make him cry at this rate. 
She was so sincerely kind it floored him. 


“You definitely knew that Camilo was sneaking out,” he blurted. 
She huffed a laugh. 

“Si.” 

“You never told anyone?” 

“It made him happy,” she said simply. 


And he supposed, that was all the answer he needed. 


Stolen Years 


Chapter Notes 


Only one chapter left. It'll be the epilogue to tie everything up. 


Dolores waited for him to get ready before walking with him through the castle. Bruno trailed 
a hand on the wall and Casita flipped tiles and flagstones happily in response. 


It brought a soft smile to his face. 


Dolores spoke quietly about what was happening in the castle and he found that her voice 
was soothing, calming his frazzled nerves. 


It still felt unbelievable that he was home. Safe and with his family. His actual family who 
had mourned him for decades. 


By the time they made their way down to the kitchen, Julieta seemed to be in the middle of 
making lunch. 


Her eyes widened when she spotted them and she beamed, her genuine joy at seeing Bruno 
drawing a helpless smile from him in return. 


She hurried over and pulled him into a tight hug which he didn't hesitate to return. 
"Hungry Brunito?" She asked gently. "I've just about finished lunch." 

She didn't really wait for an answer as she shooed him into a seat. 

"Can you go wake Camilo and Mirabel?" She asked Dolores. 


Their sobrina nodded agreeably and headed out the door again, leaving Bruno alone with 
Julieta. 


"How are you feeling?" She asked as she got back to the food, looking back at him regularly, 
that smile still pulling at her lips. 


“Fine. Adjusting,” he looked around the room. This still felt surreal sometimes. “It’s... It’s a 
lot.” 


She moved over to him and squeezed his shoulder gently, the contact grounding him. 


“T can’t imagine,” she murmured softly. “If we can help in any way, just let us know.” 


He gave her a smile in return and they were both interrupted when the kitchen door swung 
open to reveal Pepa. She paused when she spotted them both and some tension seemed to 
drain from her. 


He might not be the only one who was still adjusting to it all. 


Bruno gave her a nervous smile and she positively lit up, the room brightening along with her 
mood. She hurried over and pulled him into a tight hug. One he happily returned. 


“How did you sleep?” she asked, settling into the chair next to him while Julieta got back to 
the food. 


He shrugged in answer. “Like I told Juli. Still adjusting,” he admitted. 


She frowned in a little concern but he didn’t want her to focus on that. It was just a nightmare 
and he’d learn to deal with them. It wasn’t surprising that he was having them after 
everything that had happened. 


“Are you alright?” He ended up asking. “Yesterday was... hectic.” 


Pepa snorted. “That’s understating it,” she said dryly as Julieta turned slightly to look at 
them. 


“What did happen?” she asked curiously. “We didn’t get a chance to properly talk about it 
all.” 


They were interrupted again when the door flew open and Camilo and Mirabel raced into the 
room followed by an exasperated Dolores. 


“What happened is that mi mamá is badass!” Camilo crowed. 


Pepa flushed while Mirabel nodded enthusiastically. They slid into the seats on Bruno’s other 
side since Pepa wasn’t giving up her seat on his left. 


“She made that lady regret ever looking at Tio,” Camilo continued proudly. 
“It was awesome,” Mirabel agreed. “And Dolores and Isa were amazing too." 
Dolores squeaked in surprise to be dragged into it. 

“They’re both terrifying,” Bruno admitted. 

“I know, mi hija is brilliant with a sword,” Pepa boasted proudly. 

“Isa was a force of nature,” Mirabel added. 


They started explaining what had happened while Dolores and Pepa flushed at the praise 
heaped on them in the story. They had to start over a couple of times when the rest of the 
family wandered in but eventually, the entire family got the full story. 


They were stunned by both the lengths this witch went to try and keep Bruno and hurt their 
family, and how they ended up thwarting her in the end. 


“Lightning?” Alma asked, raising an eyebrow. 


Pepa met her gaze. “I wasn’t going to let her touch Bruno again. It was painful to the bitter 
end,” she said remorselessly. 


She couldn’t really be blamed. That woman had caused her grief and pain for decades out of 
selfishness. 


After a beat, their mama nodded. “Good.” 


She pressed a kiss to Bruno’s head as she passed by to help Julieta with the cooking and the 
topic was dropped in favour of lighter ones. 


Bruno settled back and listened to the family talk about normal things. It settled something in 
him to see them interacting normally and to have them drawing him into the conversation. 


Pepa and Felix flirted outrageously half the time which made him laugh. Camilo ate a truly 
impressive amount of food and everyone seemed to pretend that he didn’t head back for more 
several times although Pepa did watch him in concern after the third. 


Mirabel asked him countless questions which everyone listened avidly to. 


His hermanas almost made him cry at some point though. Antonio joined in with the 
questions and asked Bruno what his favourite animal was. 


Without a moment of hesitation or even looking up from their food, both Julieta and Pepa 
simultaneously answered. 


“Rats.” 
He stared at them in surprise. 


“He played with them all the time when we were young,” Pepa explained when everyone 
turned to look at them. 


“That explains the rats you carry around,” Camilo admitted. 


Bruno was too busy trying to not cry over the realisation that they remembered something 
from so long ago about him to answer. One of his rats poked their head out of his ruana at 
that moment to answer for him though, so that was fine. 


Antonio lit up and started throwing questions about them at him. 
His mama gave him a fondly exasperated look and both his hermanas rolled their eyes. 


If he closed his eyes he could almost imagine for a moment that the kidnapping had never 
happened and his family was resigning themselves to his fondness for rats all over again. 


He really was home, wasn’t he? 


He leaned against Pepa’s side, feeling her tangle their fingers together as she rested her head 
on his hair. 


He was safe and so was his family. 


Later that night, Bruno was standing on one of the balconies, looking over the city that was 
still celebrating his return even a day later. 


He didn’t need to look to know that it was his hermanas that moved to stand on either side of 
him. He could feel their magic reaching out for his own, brushing against his skin. 


“Are you alright Brunito?” Julieta asked gently as he continued to stare out into the night. 


He didn’t know how to answer that. He’d spent the entire day with his family and he couldn’t 
remember ever being this happy. 


Isabela, Luisa and Dolores were eager to make up for the time they hadn’t had with him. 
Camilo and Mirabel were reluctant to let him out of their sight and Antonio was a precious 
little bundle of sunshine who only seemed to want to make him smile. 


His mama still looked at him like she could hardly believe he was there. His hermanas were 
rarely far from him. 


It was overwhelming. 
It was amazing. 


“She stole this from me,” he found himself saying. “I lost so many years with everyone. I 
missed your weddings and mi sobrinos’ births. I missed birthdays. I missed so much... I have 
to get to know all of your niños when I should have known them all their lives.” 


His shoulders dropped with a sigh. 
“It’s not fair,” he admitted. “I wish I didn’t lose all of that.” 
They both leaned closer and he felt a bit more grounded when he continued. 


“And being a prince... I don’t know how to do that,” he said quietly. “I can barely socialise 
with people. I don’t know how to be the person the kingdom expects me to be.” 


“You don’t need to be anyone but you,” Pepa murmured softly. “You don’t need to do 
anything but spend time with the family.” 


He let his head rest on her shoulder while Julieta took his hand in her own. 


“You should let the kids go into the city,” he found himself saying randomly. “You won’t stop 
Camilo from doing it. He loves it out there.” 


Julieta let out a quiet sigh while Pepa was quiet for a moment. 


“T know,” the redhead admitted. “When he talks about what he saw out there... I’m only 
realising how much we missed out in our fear now. Our niños deserve more than that.” 


“Mirabel looked so happy when she was describing everything,” Julieta agreed softly. 


“They’re smart kids. All of them. They can take care of themselves. And the city loves 
them,” Bruno remembered seeing how worried everyone was about their missing royals. 
They'd adore them even more after getting to know them. 


“We’ll talk to mama,” Pepa said, sounding determined. “Things need to change.” He felt her 
fingers in his hair. “We’re whole again. Things need to change...” 


Bruno closed his eyes and just let himself enjoy being close to his hermanas, feeling their 
magic buzzing against his skin. He hadn't had this for so long. 


He quietly mourned all the years that witch stole from him. 
But he looked forward to what was still coming. 


He didn’t need his Gift to know that the future looked bright. And he was excited to 
experience it all with his family. 


Epilogue 
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Bruno woke to a cheerful knock on his door and smiled to himself. It was a habit of Mirabel’s 
to run past all the doors and knock to wake the family up for breakfast. 


He yawned and stretched as he sat up, Casita pulling the curtains open to allow the sunlight 
to fall on him. It burned his eyes a little but the sentient castle knew that he liked seeing 
sunlight first thing in the morning. 


“Gracias,” he murmured, patting the wall as he climbed out of bed. 


He leaned on the windowsill and stared out at the city. People were already up and rushing 
around as they prepared for the festival. 


He could hardly believe that it had been a year already... 


Bruno quickly got ready and left his room to head for the kitchen but he was ambushed 
before he got very far. 


“Happy birthday Zio!” Camilo and Mirabel chorused as they both pounced on him in a hug. 


He staggered back and almost fell, Casita catching them at the last moment. With a chuckle, 
he hugged the two menaces back, heart warming at the excitement clear in their eyes. They’d 
been looking forward to his birthday almost more than he was. 


“Are you going to let Zio get his breakfast?” Dolores asked as she approached from down the 
hall, amusement clear on her face. 


Camilo stuck his tongue out at his hermana and Mirabel gave a sheepish laugh. 
“We just wanted to be the first to wish you Tio,” she told him. 


He smiled at her and ruffled their hair, getting whines and protests as they ducked out of 
reach. 


“Gracias you two,” he chuckled as Camilo pouted and fixed his hair. “But let’s get moving 
before your mamás have to come fetch us.” 


The pair didn’t need any more incentive to hurry off to breakfast and Dolores moved over to 
link her arm through his. 


“Happy birthday Zio,” she said with a warm smile and he couldn’t help but return it. 


They walked down towards the dining room together and everyone they passed greeted them 
cheerfully and wished Bruno a happy birthday. He was still a bit awkward with people 
outside of the family but the people who worked in the castle were all kind and genuine and 
they didn’t seem to mind his social anxiety. They’d grown used to it over the last year. 


He still remembered how skittish he’d been of everything in the beginning, jumping at every 
unexpected sound and turning into a stuttering mess around new people. But his family had 
been patient and helped him the entire way. Things weren’t perfect, but they were a hell of a 
lot better now than they had been. 


The family mingled with the townspeople now, making trips into the city to take walks or 
visit shops. The people adored the entire family more than ever and loved seeing them in 
town. 


Pepa and Julieta had been the most anxious about it. Which was understandable. They’d been 
locked inside as long as Bruno had been. But Felix and Agustin had helped them a lot when it 
came to opening up to the people in the kingdom. 


Camilo had led the kids in visiting the town. There’d been many townspeople who’d been 
stunned to learn that the mischievous boy they’d known was actually the prince shapeshifted 
so that he could sneak a bit of freedom, but they’d welcomed him back regardless. They 
understood the deception. Mirabel, meanwhile, tackled her new freedom with the same 
enthusiasm that she showed everything else in her life and she won the townspeople over 
almost immediately. Antonio followed the pair easily and the entire city adored him in a 
matter of days. 


Isabela, Dolores and Luisa were a little slower to get used to their new situation. Luisa was a 
little shy and Dolores more reserved than the others. But Isabela took the bull by the horns 
and threw herself into the new experience. 


And honestly, it had been good for her. She felt the need to act like a perfect princess less 
these days and instead showed the kingdom the confident and wild girl underneath. 


And they loved her. 


Bruno was pulled from his thoughts as they entered the dining room to find the family 
waiting for them. He was immediately mobbed by everyone, getting hugs from his hermanas 
and sobrinas. He laughed, returning the hugs and wishing his hermanas who were beaming at 
him. 

His mama shooed them all away after a moment to go to the table. 

“You’re smothering him,” she scolded gently. 


Then she turned and pulled Bruno into a warm hug and he melted into it like he always did. 


“Happy birthday Brunito,” she murmured. 


He hugged her back tightly for a moment before she shooed him off to the table as well. 
“It’s going to be a busy day,” she reminded him. 
How could he forget? 


After a lot of talking, they’d chosen not to stop the lantern festival. Bruno had admitted how 
much he’d loved seeing them every year so the family had decided to hold it again this year. 


It just had a different meaning. 


Instead of calling a lost prince home, the lanterns were going to celebrate that the family was 
finally whole again. 


The townspeople had been ecstatic when they learned the festival would continue and 
everyone had been busy the last few weeks getting ready for it. 


It was humbling to learn that everyone was so excited to celebrate his first birthday back 
home. Then again, he’d never been more excited for one of his birthdays before. He was 
finally going to be celebrating with the right people, with his actual family. The triplets would 
finally be together for their birthday again. 


He wouldn’t be locked away in a tower with a woman who wanted to own him this year. 


Breakfast went by in a blur of laughter and teasing of the triplets getting older. Camilo had to 
dodge a swipe from his mama but Pepa couldn’t even pretend to be annoyed. She was too 
busy smiling every time she caught Bruno’s eye. 


After the meal, they got caught up in the preparations for the festival and the day sped by, 
laughter echoing throughout the castle. 


Before he knew it, they were getting ready to head out onto the balcony, the sun having just 
fully set. Julieta and Pepa had glued themselves to his side and he could understand why. 


Last time they were getting ready to do this, they were still worrying about whether he’d 
make it home and where Camilo and Mirabel were. 


He squeezed their hands in silent reassurance that he was here and looked up in time to catch 
his mama watching them with a smile and tears glinting in her eyes. 


He smiled back. Why wouldn’t he? He was surrounded by family. He had every reason to 
smile. 


When they stepped out onto the balcony, the town cheered to see the Madrigal family 
together and whole again. Pepa and Julieta drew him forward and they accepted their lanterns 
from their mamá. 


For the first time since the festival started, Bruno took his own lantern. He wondered how 
many times he’d seen the green lantern in the sky from his tower? 


Pepa caught his eye and smirked. Julieta chuckled at the expression. 
“About time you joined us. We’ve been doing your part for years,” Pepa quipped. 
Bruno chuckled. “Better late than never?” 


The triplets grinned at each other before letting their lanterns loose, a suspicious gust of wind 
pushing them higher than the rest of the family’s. Moments later, the town’s lanterns joined 
theirs in the sky. 


Bruno stared at the sight with awe. 


“It’s better seeing it from here,” he murmured. His hermanas leaned against his sides, 
watching the lights dance high above them. 


“Happy birthday Bruno,” Julieta whispered. 
He smiled a little. “Happy birthday, Juli, Pepa.” 


For the first time in years, he knew he was where he belonged. His magic tangled lazily with 
his hermanas’ and his family chattered excitedly nearby. 


He was home. 
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